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The Tragedy of Othello the TTT oore 

of Venice. 

Enter I ago zniRodertgo. 

Vfh; Neucr tell me, I take it much vnkiodly 
SThat thou who haft had my pnrfe,- 
N As ifthe ftrings were thine , fhould’ft know of this 
jag. But youMe not heare roc. 

If euer I did ft eame of fuch a matter , abhorre me. 

Rod. Thou toloft mc,thoudidftho!d him in thy bate, 

Jag. DefpiPemeifl doe not : three great ones of the Cicty 
In pei fonall fuiteto make me his Lieutenant, 

Oft capt tohitn,andby the fairhof man, 

I know my price, I am worth no worfe a place* 

But he, as louing bis owne pride and purpofes, 

Euades them, witha burr, bait circumftance 

Horribly ftuft with Epithites of warre : * 

Non-fuits my Mediators : for certes, ( fayes he ) 
lhaue already chofe my Officer, and what was he ? 

Forfooth.a great Arithmetitian , 

One M ichael C afsio , a Florentine, 

A fellow almoft dambd in a fairc wife 
That neuer fee a fquadron in the field, * 

Nor the diuifion of a Battel) knowes. 

More then a Spiufter,vniefte the bookiffi Theorique 
whertn the tongued COnfuls can propofe 
As mafterly as he : mcere prattle without pradife 
Is all hisSouldicr-ffiip : but he fir had the ele&ion 
Ano r.ofwhpm his cyes bad feene the proofc, * 

At Rhodes.it Cipret, and on other grounds, 

Chnftn'd and H eathen, mufl be be.leed and'calmU 
^Debitor and Credito^tftis Counter-Cafter 
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The Tragedy of Othello 

He (in good time) mu ft his Leiutenanr be. 

And I Sir (bleffe the marke) his Mooreftiips Ancienr. 

Rod* By heauen I rather would haue bin his hang-nan. 
lag. But ther's no remedy , 

Tis the curfe of feruice. 

Preferment goes by letter and affection. 

Not by the olde gradation, where each fecond 
Stood heire to the fir ft : 

Now fir be iudge your felfe. 

Whether I, in any iuft tearme am affin d 
to loue the Moore? 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 
lag. O fu, content you, 

I follow him to ferue my turne vpon him. 

We cannot all be matters, nor all matters 
Cannot betruely followed, you (hall marke 
Many a dutiousand knee-crooking knaue. 

That (doting onhisowne obfequious bondage; 

Wcares out his time much like, his matters A He, ^ 

For nought but prouender, and when hee s old calhierd, 
W hip mee fuco honeft knaues i 
Others there are, f 

Who crim’d in formes and villages ot duty » 

Keepe yet their hearts, attending oncoemfdues 
And throwing but (hewes of feruice on ihur Lords , 

Doe wcli thriue by ’em, 

And when they haue lin’d their coates, 

Doe themfelues homage, _ 

Thott felloes haue touie fouie,* 

And {uchaonedo; I prcfeffe.my felfe,-- -for ■> 

It is as fure-as you are Roderigo, 

Were I the Moore, I would not be/ ag° •* 

In following him, 1 follow but my lelre- 

S*. riiy owWjri aaion doth 
The natiue ad, and figure of my 
lacompkmcnt extern?, tis not long atte » 






But I will weare my heart vpon my fleeue. 

For Dawes to pecke at, 

I am not whart am. 

Rod. What a full fortune docs the thkklips owe* 

If he can carry’tthus? 
lag. Call vp her father, 

Rowfe him, make after him, poy fon hi$ delight, 

Proclainse him in the ftreer, incenfehcrKinfmen, 

And tho he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flyes : tho that his ioy be ioy r 
Yet throw fuch changes of vexation out. 

As it may loofe fome colour. 

Rod . Here is her fathers houfe, lie call aloud. 
fag. Doe with like timerous accent, and dire yell. 

As when by night and negligence, the fire 
Is fpied in populous Cities. 

Rod . What ho, Brabantto , Seignior Brabantto^ho, 

Jag. Awake, what ho, ‘Brabantto . , 

Theeues, theeues, cheeues : 

Looke to your houfe, your Daughter, and your bags, 

Theeues, theeues. 

Brabantio at a fyindoW, 

Bra. W hat is the reafon of this ten ible fummons ? 

What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Signior, is all your family within? 
lag. Arc your doOres loekt ? 

Bra. Why wherefore aske you this ? 

fag Sir you are robd, for fhame put o# your gowbe. 

Your heart is burft you haue loft halfc your fouie ; 

Euennow,very now,anpldblackeRam 
Is tuppmg your white Ewe ; ari(e,anfe. 

Awake the fnorting Citiz ns with the bell, 

Or eifetheDitiell will make aGrandfire ofyou,arife I fay. 

Bra. What, haue you loft your wits? 

Rod, Molt rcuertnd Seignior, doe you know (ny voice ? . 

Bra. Not r, what are you ? 

Rod, My name is Rodmgo. 

A 3 . *B r al 
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^ The Tragedy of Othello 

Bra. The worfc u-elcome, 

I haue charg’d thee not to haunt about my dares. 

In honeft plainencflTe, thou tuft heard me fay 
My daughter is not for thee, and now in maones. 

Being full of fupper.and diftempertog draughts, 

Vpon malicious brauery,doft thou come 
Toftartmyquiet? 

Rod. Sir, fir, fir. 

’Bra,. But thou mu ft needs be fure 
My fpirit and my place haue in them power. 

To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience good fir ....... 

Bra. What tell'll thou me of robbing ? this is Verna, 

My houfe is not a graunge. 

Rod. Moftgraue Brabantto, 

In fimp'e andpurefoule I c 9 ^toyou.^ ^ ^ feraeGod if the 

for Coufens , and Gennets for Germans. 

Bra. What prophane wretch art thou . 

Jag. lam one fir, that come to tell you, yourd 
Moore , are now making the Beaft with taro backs. 

Bra. Thouart a villaine. 

Rod. Sir, I will anfwere any |But I beicech yo 

If’t be your pleafure, and moft ^cbnfent, 

(As partly I find it is) that vour fairedanghter 
At this od euen, and dull watch £hn* • 

Tranfported with no worfe nor bettt^guftd 
But w ith a knauc of common h . ,re v a . s 
To the groffc clafpes of a lafciuious Moore . 

If this be knqwne 

Wee then haue doneyoubo.d and y s 

But if you know not tbis.t "?> l^X/bdeeue 

Wee haue your wrong rebuke • D 
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the Moore of Venice. 5 

That from the feufe of al ciuilitie, 

I thus would play and trifle with your Reuerence. 

Your daughter (ifyou h3ue not giuen her leaue, 

I fay againe) hath made a gnafie reuolt, 

Tying her duty, beautie, wit and fortunes, 

In an extrauagant and wheeling Stranger 

Of here, and euery where : Straight fatisfie your felfe j . 

If (he be in her chamber, or your houfe, 

Let loofe on me the Iuftice of the ftate. 

For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, H© : 

Giue me a taper, call vp all my people . 

This accident is not vnlike my dreame, 

Beleefe of it oppreffes me already .• 

Light I fay, light. 

Jag. Farewell, for I muft leaue you, - , 

It feemes not meet, nor wholcfomc to my place. 

To be produc’d (as if I ftay I (hall,) 

Againlt the Moore, for I doe know the ftate, 

(How euer this may gaule him with fome checke) 

Cannot withfafety caft him, for bee’s imbark’d, 

With fuch loud reafon, to the Cipres warres, 

(Which euen now ftands in ad) that for their foules,' . 

Another of his fathome, they haue none 
To lead their bufinefle, in which regard, 

Tho I doe hare him, as I doe hells paines. 

Yet for neceflity of prefent life, 

I muft (hew out a flag, and figne of loue, 

Which is indeed but figne, that you (hall furely find hitn 1 
Lead to the Sagittary the raifed fearch, 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. 

Exit. 

Enter Brabantio m his nightgowne, and 'fer Hants 
wtth T orches. 

Bra. It is too true an euill, gone (he is, l 
And what’s to come of my defpifed time, /, 

Is nought but bitterneffen ow Rodcrigo s 
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Where didft thou fee her ? O vnhappy girle ! 

With the Moore fa i ft thou? who would be a father ? 

How didft thou know twas (he ? (O fhe decciues me 
Pjft thought,) what faid (he to you ? get more tapers, 
Raifeall my kindred, are they married thfinke you? 

Rod. Truely I thinke they are. 

Bra. O heauen,how got flic out? O treafon of the blood} 
Fathers from hence, trull nor your daughters mindes, 

By what youfee the m ad : is there not charmes, •«& 
By which the property of youth and manhood 
May be abas’d } hauc you not read Roiengo, 

Offomefuch thing. 

Rod. Yes fir, I haue indeed. 

1 Bra . Call vp my Brother : O would you had had her, 
Some one way, fotne another ; doe you know 
Where we may apprehend her, and the Moore? 

Rod. I thinke I can difeouer him, if you pleafe 
To get good guard, and go; along with inee. 

Bra. Pray you lead on, at euery I'oufe I le call, 

I may command at moil s get weapons ho. 

And raife fome fpcciall Officers of might : 

On good Roderigo, He deferue yourpiyncs. Extant. 

Enter Othello, lago, and attendants wit h T orches. 
lag, Tho in the trade of warre, I haue flaine men. 

Yet doe 1 hold it very ftuffe o’th confcience. 

To doe no contriu’d raurthcr ; I lacke iniquity 
Sometimes to doe me ft ruice : nine or ten times, 

I had thought to haue jerk’d him here. 

Voder theribbes, 

Oth , Tis better as it is, 

lag. Nay, but he prated, _ , 

And (poke fuchfcuruy and prouoking teatmes 

Againft your Honor, that widVthe htcle godlineffc I haue, 

I did fUl hard forbeare him : but I pray fir, 

Are you fall m . Tried ? For Be 'lire of this, 

That the Mag' ifico is muchbelistfjl, 

A,nd hath in his cffeft,a voyce potenti ib. 






As 



the cSMh oore of V emee. 

As double as the Dukes, he will diuorce you. 

Or put vpon you what reftraint, and greeuanca, 

The law (with all his might, to inferce it on,) 

Week giuc him cable. 

Oth. Let bits doe hisfpite. 

My feruices which I haue donethc Seigniorie, 

Shall out-tongue his complaints, tis yet to know. 

Which when I know that boaftmg is an honour, 

I {ball promulgate, I fetch my life aod bemg. 

From menofroyall height, and my demerrits. 

May fpeake vnbonneced as proud a fortune 
As this that I haue reach'd ; for know I ago. 

But that I loue the gentle Defdemona, 

I would not, my vnhoufgjfrec condition. 

Put into cicuumfcription and confine 
For thefeas worth. Enter Cafiio With lights. Officers , 

But looke what lights come yonder? and torches, 

lag. Thefe are the raifed Father and his friends, 

You were beftgoin. 

Oth. Not I, I mull be found. 

My parts, my Title, and my perfe& foule, 

Shall manifclt my right by : is it they ? 

lag. By lantu I thinke no. 

Oth. The feruants of the Duke, and my Leiatenant? 

The goodnefle of the night vpon you (friends,) 

What is the newes ? 

Caf. The Duke does greet you (Generali,) 

And he requires your haft, poll-halt appearance, 

Euen on theinftant. 

Oth. What’s the matter thinke you ? 

Caf. Something from Cipres, as I may diuine. 

It is a bufineffe offome heate, the Galley es 
Haue fent a dozen fequent meffengers 
This very night one acanothers heeles s 
And many of the Confuls rais’d, and met. 

Arc at the Dukes already ; you haue bin hotly cald foe 
When being not at your lodging to be found, 

The Senate fent aboue three fcuerail quells 
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8 T he Tragedy of 0th ello 

ToTearchyou out. 

Oth. Tis well I found by you, 

. I will but fp nd a word here in the houfe, and goe with you. 

C*f Auncant, what makes he here ? 

I* Faith he to night, hath boorded a land CarriaS, 

If it prooue la wfull prise, hee’a made, for euer. 

jf*f I doenotvndirftand.. 

Ja Hee’s married:. 

Caf. To whom. 

Enter Brabantio, Roderigo, mi. ot hers with light, t 
andvretywsi ; -tcT» 1 

U, Marry to— Come Captains, will you goe ? 

Oth. Ha’with you. o 

Caf. H ere comes another troupe to feeke for yon. 

I a, Jt is firabantiO) Generali be aduiGie, 

He comes to bad intent. 

Oth. Ho'la, ftand there. 

Rod. Seignior, it is the Moore. 

Rr». Downe with him thiefe. 

Juo. You Roderigo, come fir, l am for you. , 

Oth. Keepe vp your brightfwords, for the dew will ruft em, 
Good Seignior you (hall more command withy cares 
Then with your weapons. , , , 

Urn. O thou foule theefo, where haft, thou (lowed my daughter . 
Dambd as thou art, thou haft inchantedher, 

For lie referre me to all things of fenfe, 

(If Hie in chaines of rnagiek were not bound) 

Whether a maide (o tender, faire. andhappy. 

So oppofite to marriage, that (he ftuind' 

The wealthy curled d irliiig* of our .Nation, 

Would tnerhaue (to incutre a general mocke) 

Runnc from her g^rdage to the footy bofome 
Of fuch a thing as thou ? tofeare, not to delight s. 

I udge me the world, if t’is no grofle in fenfe, 

That thou haft prafi ifd on her with foule chartncs, 

Abufd her delicate youth with drugs or minerals. 

That weakens motion » lie haue’e diiputcd on ; 



the aS\Toore of Venice, 



1 is portable and palpable to thinking ; 

•; therefore apprt hend and doe attach thee fl 
Vor an abufer of the world, a pra&ifer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant * 

Lay hold vpon him, if he doe refill. 

Subdue him at his perill. 

Otb . Hold your h?nd$. 

Both you of my inclining, and the reft s 
Were it my cue to light, Uhould haue known it* 
Without a prompter, where will ybu that 1 goe* 
Toanfwere this your charge? 

Bra. To prifon^fl fit time ' ^ 

Of Law, and coyrfe of dired Seflion 
Call thee to anfwer, 

Oth . What if I doe obey, 

How may the Duke be therewith fatisfied, 

Whofe Mtlfengersare heere about my fide^ 

Vpon feme prefent bufineffe of the State, 

To beare me to him. 

Officer . Tis true moft worthy Seignior, 

The Duke’s in Councel), and your noble felfe, 

I am Pure is Pent for* 

4 'Bra . Ho*? the Duke in Councell ? 

In this time of the ni^ht f bring him away s 
Mine’s not an idle caufe: the Duke himfelfe. 

Or any of my Brothers of the Scare, 

Cannot but feele this wrong, as twere their owne. 

For if fuch a& ions, may haue paflage free, 
Bondflaucs,and Pagans flhal ou c Stacefmen be. Exeunt t 

Enter Duke and Senators , fetataT able, with lights 
and Attendants. 

Duly. There is no composition in chefe neWes, 

Thar giues them credit. 

i Sena. Indeed they are difproportioned. 

My letters Pay, a hundred andfeuen Galiies, 

Du and mine an hundred and forty* 

* Sen. And mine two hundred ; 
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,o Theffrugedy of Othello 

But though they iumpe not on a iuft account, 

(As inthefe cafes, where they ay me reports. 

Tis oft with difference,; yet doe they all confirme 
A Turkish fleet, and bearing vp to Cynt. 

D« Nay, it is poflible enough to ludgement . 

3 doe not fo fecure me to the error, 

STfaSSSfe 10 * 1 ** T ^tH* ***" 

One within . What ho, what ho, what ho ? 

O fficer. A tneflenger from the Galleys, 

Du. Now, the bufineffe ? f 

Sailor. The Turkish preparation make* for Rohdes, 

So was I bid report here to the State, by Slgmor Ange « 
Du. How fay you by this change ? 

Sena . This cannot beby no affay of reafon 

To keepe vsTn falfe gaze > when we confider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turtle ; 

And let our felues againe, but vnderftand. 

That as it more concernes the Turke then Wats* 

So may he with more facile queftion bcare it. 

For that it (lands not in fuch warlike brace, 

Who altogether lacks th’abilities , , . 

That Rhodes is dreft in : if wc maketbougitof this,, ; 
We muft not thinke the T urke is To ynskfl^U, 

To leaue thatlaceft which oncernes him hrlfc; 
Neglefting an attempt of eafe and gaine. 

To wake and wage a danger prontlcfle. , 

Du. Nay, inallconfidencehee s not for Rh °f“' 
Officer. Here is more newes. S ? Ur **** & L 

Mff Th eOttvmtes, rruerendandgratious. 
Steering with due com fe, toward the Ifle o 
Haue there inioyntedthem with an after fleet*. ff 

, Sena. l,foIthought,h 0 wmany,asyoogueffe. 

• *A4ef Of 20. faite, and now they doe refterne 
Thdfb'ackward courfe, bearing with ftankcappcaranc 
Their purpofestowarcs Cyprus : Seignior t M»»tan , 
Your uufty and moft val imz fer.uitor* 
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the Moore of Venice, 

With his free duty recommends you thus, 

And prayes you to belceue him. 

Du. Tis certaine then for Cyprus, 
eJMarcus Luccicos is not he in townc ? 

I Sena. Hce’s now in Florence. 

Du. Write from vs to him poft, poft haft difpatch. 

Enter Brabantio, Othello, Roderigo, Iago, Caffio, 
Defdemona ,and Officers. 

l Sena. Here comes Brabantio and the valiant Moore, 
D«. Valiant Othello, we mutt ftraite imploy you, 
Againft the gencrall enemy Ottoman ; 

I did not fee you, welcome gentle Seignior, 

We lackt your counfell, and your helpe to night. 

'Bra. So did I yours, good your Grace pardon me 
Neither my place, nor ought 1 heard of bufineffe 
Hath rais’d me from my bed, not doth the general! care 
Take hold of me, for my particular griefe. 

Is offo floodgate and orebearing nature, 

That it engluts andiwallows other forrowes. 

And it is ftillitfelfe. 

Du. Why, whats the matter? 

'Bra. My daughter, O my daughter. 

M. Dead? 

"Bra. I to me : 

She is abus’d, ftolne from me and corrupted, 

By fpels and medicines, bought of Mountebanckes, 

For nature fo prepofteroufly toerre, 

(Being not deficient, blind or lame of fenfe,) 

Sans witchcraft could not. 

Du. Who ere he be, that in this foule proceeding 
Hath thus beguild your daughter of her (elfe. 

And you of her, the bloody booke of Law* 

Y ou (hall your felfe, read in the bitter letter. 

After itsowoe fenfe, yeatho our proper fonne 
Stood in your adion. 

Bra. Humbly I thankc your Grace $ 
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12- The T ragedy of Othello 

Here is the man, this Moore, whom now it feetncs 
Your fpeciall mandate, for the State affaires 
Hath hither brought. 

AH. We are very forry for’t. 

Dh . What in your owne part can you fay to this ? 
"Bra. Nothing, but this is fo< 

Oth. Moft po ent, graue and reuerend Seigniors, 

My very noble and approou’d good Mailers : 

That I haue tane away this old mans daughter. 

It is moft true 5 true, l haue married her. 

The very head and fror.t of my offending, 

H 3 th this exrent, no more. Rude t am in my fpeach, 
And little bieft with the fa plirafe of peace, 

For fince thefe armesof mine hid feuen yeares pith, 

Till now fome nine Moones wafted, they haue vs’d 
Their deareft aftion in the tented field ; 

And little of this great worUcan l Ipeake, 

M are then pertaincs to Rates of broyles, and battaiJe, 
And therefore litde fhall I grac tnv caufe, 

Infpeaking for my felfe ; yet by your gratious patience, 
I would a round vnrauilh’d talc deliuer. 

Of my whole courfe of loue, what drugs, what charmes^ 
What coniuration, and what mighty Mag-cke, 

(For fuch proceed ings am I charg’d withall :) 

3 wonne his Daughter. 

Br*. A. maid, n ntuerbold, 

Offpirirfo dill and qui t, that her motion 
B ulht at her felfe ; and {he in fpight of nature, 
Ofyearcs, of Countrey, credit, .euery thing, 

To fall in loue with what Ihc fear’d to looke on ? 

It is a iu Igement mai no, and moft im rcrfeift, 

That will conRiP - P rfeaion fo would er;e 
Againft all rules of Nature, and moft bedriuen 
To find out pradtills of cu ning hdl, 

\\ by thi (hould be, f therefore, vouch again?. 

That wvfiftlbme m xcures p awetfullorc the brood. 

Or with lo re dr *m conmrd to this effect, 
Hewroughtvpon her. 






the Moore of Venice. 

Du To vouch this is no-proofe* 

Wirhouc more certaine and more ouert teft, 

Thefe are thin habits, andpjore likelihoods, 

Of moderne feemings, you preferre againft him. 

i Stm. ButO/W/ofpeake, 

Did you by indireft and forced courfes, 

Subdue and poifon this young maides afte&ions ? 

Or came it by requeft, and fuch faire queftion. 

As foule to foule aflfordeth ^ 

Oth . I doe befeechyoH, 

Send for the Lady to the Sagittary, 

And let her fpeake of me before her Father ; 

Ifyou doe finde me foule in her report, 

The trufh the Office, I doe hold of you. 

Not onely takeaway, but let your fentencc 
Euen fall vpon my life. 

Dh. Fetch Dtfdetuom hither. Exeunt t^o or three'* 

Oth. Ancient conduft them, you beft know the place 5 
And till (he come, as true ly as to heauen 
I doe confefle the vices of my bload. 

So iuftiy to your graue eares I le prefenc. 

How I did thriue in this faire Ladyes loue. 

And {he in mine. 

Du. Say it Othello. 

Oth . Her father loued me, oft inuited me. 

Still quedioned me the ftory of my life. 

From yeare to yeare,the battailes/eiges/ortunes 
That I hauepift : 

I ran it through, euen from my boyifh dayes, 

Toth' very moment that h. bade roc tell it : 

Wherein I fpake of moft difaftrous chances. 

Of moouing accidents, b> flood and field ; 

Ofhaire.breadth fcapes ith imminent deadly breach $ 

Of being taken by the infolent B >e. 

And fold to fl uery ; of my redemption thence. 

And poitar cc in ray trauells hiftorie ; 

Wherein of Anrars vaft, and Delarts idle, 

R^ugh quariea 4 rocks and hils, whofe heads touch heauen^ 
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The Tragedy of Othello 

It was My Hint to fpeake, fnch was my proccfle : 

And of the Cannibals, that each other eate ; 

The tsfntbropephagie, and men whole heads 
Doe grow beneath their (boulders s thefe to neatCj 
Would Dtfdemona ferioufly incline j 
But ft ill the houfe affaires would draw her thence. 

Which euer as (he could with haft difpatcb, 

Shcc’d come againe, and with a greedy eare 
Deuoure up my difcourfe ; which I obicruing, 

Tooke once a plyant houre, and found good meanes 
Todraw from hera prayer of earned heart. 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate. 

Whereof fay parcclls (he had fomething heard. 

But not iotcntiuely , I did confect, 

And often did beguile her of her tcares. 

When 1 didfpeake of feme diftresfull ftroake 
That my youth fuffered : my ftory being done •, 

She gauc me for my paines a world of hghes j 
She fwore 1 faith twas ftrange, twas pafsing ftrange % 
Twas pittifull, twas wonderous pittifull; 

She wiftit (he had not heard it, yet flic wiiht 

That heauen had made her fuch a man : ft* thanked me. 

And bad me if l had afriendthat loued her, 

I fhould but teach him how to tell my ttory* . , 

And that would woe her. V pon this htate 1 Ipa^e . 

She lou’d me for the dangers l had paft. 

And I lou’d her that (he did pitty them. 

This onely is the witchcraft I haue vs d : 

Here comes the Lady, 

Let her witneffeit# 

Enter Defdemona, Iago, and the rejl. 

Du, I thinke this tale would wm my daughter to j 
Good Vrabantio, take vp this mangled matter at the belt, 
Men doe their broken weapons rather vfe, 

Th in theit bare hands’ 

'Bra. I pray you hcare her fpcake, 
jfjbc confcff’that flic was hahe cl* wooer. 



the <£\/£oore of Venice. 



Deftru&ion light on me, if my bad blame 
Light on the man. Come hither gentle miftrefie : 

Doe you perceiue in all this noble company, 

Where moft yon owe obedience ? 

Def. My noble father , 

I doe perceiue here a deuided duty : 

To you I am bound for life and education | 

My life and education both doe learne me 
How to refpeft you, you are the Lord of duty, 

I am hitherto your daughter,But heere’s my husband s 
And fo much duty as my mother (hewed 
To you, preferring you before her father. 

So much! challenge,that I may profefle, 

Due to the Moore my Lord • 

'Bra. Godbu’y, I ha done : 

Pleafe it your Grace,on to the State affaires , 

I had rather to adopt a child then get ic-j 
Come hither Moore s 

I here doe giue thee that, withall my heart, 

Which but thou haft already, with all my heart 
I would keepe from thee : for your fake (Iewell,) 

I am glad at foule, I haue no other childe. 

For thy efcape would teach me tyranny. 

To hang clogson em, I haue done my Lord/ 

Du. Let me fpeake like your felfe,and lay a fentence 
Which as a greefe or ftep may helpe thefe louers 
Into your fauour. 

When remedies are paft,the griefes are ended. 

By feeing the word, which late on hopes depended, 
Tomourne a mifeheife chat is paft and gone, 

Is the next way to draw more mifehiefe on 
What cannot be preferu’d when fortune takes. 

Patience her injury a mockery makes. 

The rob’d that fmiles, fteales fomething from thethiefe. 
He robs himfelfe.that fpends a bootelefle griefe, 

,,P^ ra : l e t the T urke, of Cyprus vs beguile. 

We lofe it not fo long as we can (mile j 
He beares the fentence well that nothing beares, 

C 







mm 10 20 30 40 50 60 70 

llllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllIl L 



80 






210 




220 230 



240 




250 260 



270 




280 









Hi 






' The Tragedy of Othello 



But the free co^fort.which from thence be heares s 
But he be ares born the fentence and the forrow, 

That ro pay griefe, muft of poore patience borrow* 

Thtfe leniences to fugar, or to gall* 

Eeing ftrong on both (ides, are equiuocau : 

But wor s are woi ds J neucr yec did heare. 

That the bruis'd heart was pierced through the eare. 

Befeech you now, to the affaires' of the. ft ate. 

Du The Turks with moft mighty preparation makes for Cypws 
OtMo, the fortitude of the place, is beft knowne to you,and tho we 
haue there a Subfliture of raoft allowed fufficiency ,y et opinion, a fo. 
ueraigne roiftrdfc of efif as.throwes a more fafer voyce on youj you 
mult tlu reforebe content to (lubber the gloffe of your new fortunes, 
with this more ftubborne and boifterous expedition. 

Orb. The tyrant cuftbme,moft graue Senators, 

Hath made the flinty and ftcele Cooch of warre. 

My thrice-driuen bed of downe: I doe agnize 
A naturall and prompt alacrity, 

I find in hardnetfe,and doe vndertahe 
This prtfent warre, againft the Ottomtes •’ 

Mult humbly therefore , bending to your State,. 

I craue fit difpoficion for my wife, . 

Due reference of place and exhibition. 

With fuch acc imodation and befort. 

As leuels with her breeding- 

Du. I fyou picafc, bee’e at her fathers. 

OBr*, He not haue it fo. 

Orb. Nor l. , 

Def. Nor 1,1 would not there rende,. 

To out my father in impatient thoughts. 

By being in his eye : moil gracious DuSte, 

To my vnfolding lend a gracious eare, 

Ard let me find a charter in your voyce, 

T’afsifl my fin pleneffe — 

Du. What would you Dtjdcmona . 

Dtf. That I did loue the Moore to hue with him, 

M v downe right uiolence and florme ofFmtunes, 

May trumpet tothe world; my hcartsfubdu.d. 




the <'S\'£oore of Venice. 

Etien to the vcrvqualitie ofmy Lord : 

1 fit/v O (helloes vifagc in his minde, 

And to Ins Honors. and his vaiianr parts * 

Di 1 1 my foule and fortunes confecrate. 

So that deare Lords, if ) be left behindc, 

A M oth of peace, and he goe to the warre. 

The rices for which l louehim,are bereft me. 

And 1 a heauy interim (halHupporr, 

By his deare abfence: let me goe with him. 

%th Your voy ces Lords : befeech you let her will 
H uie a free way : 

Vouch with me hcauen, I therefore beg it not 
To pleafe thepalatcf my appetite, 

No tocomply with heatc, the young affe&a 
In my defund, and proper fatisfad ion. 

But to be free and bounteous to her mind. 

And heauen defend your goo 1 foolcs that you thinkc 
I will yoM ferious and good bufineffe (cant. 

For (he is uith me;- — no, when light wingd toyes, 
And feather'd C upid foy les with wanton oulneffe. 
My fpcculatiueand adiue inftrumenrs, 

That my difports .corrupt and raint my bufineffe. 

Let hufwiues make a skellet of my Helms, 

And all indigne and bafeaduerfitics. 

Make head againft my reputation. 

Du. Be it, as you (hall priuately determine, 
Eytherfor her ftay or going the afforccr yes haft, 
And fpeed muft an r were,vou muft hence to night. 

Def. To night my Lord? 

Du. This night. Oth . With all my heart. 

D«. At nine i*th morning here weel meet againe« 
Othello, leaue feme officer behind. 

And he (hall our Commiffion bring to you, 

Wichfuch things ei(e of quality and refped. 

As doth import you. 

Oth . Pleafe your Grace, my Ancient, 

A man he is of honefty and truft. 

To his conueyauce 1 alsigne my wife, 
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With what elfc needefull your good Grace fliall thinke, 
Tobefentafcerme. 

SDh. Let it be fo : 

Good night to euery one, andnoble-Seigmor, 

If vertue no delighted beauty lacke. 

Your Son in law is farre more faire then blacke. 
i Sena. Adieu braue Moore, vfe Defdemona well 
Bra , Looke to her Moore.if thou haft eyes to fee. 

She has deceiud’d her father, and may thee. Exeunt. 

Oth. My iifp vpon her faith. Honeft I ago, 

,My Defdemona mufti lcauetothee,. 

Iprcthee let thy wife attend on her, 

And bring her after in the bcft aduantage ; 

Come Defdemona, I baue but an houre 
Of loue, of worldly matters anddiredion, 

Jo (pend with thee, we mull obey the time. 

Rod, I ago. Exit Moore and Defdemona. 

lag. What faift thou noble heart ? 

Rod. What will I doe thinkft thou? 

. fag. Why coc to bed and fleepe. 

Rod, Iwilimcontintntlydrownemy felfe. 

lag. WdljifthondbcftjlfliaHneuerlouetireeafcer it. 

Why thou filly Gentleman; ■ • 

Rod. Ir*is lillineffe to liuc.w'nen to hue is a toment,and then we 
b lue a prefcription.to dye when death is our Phy fihan. 

lag. O villanc-us, I ha look’d vpon the. world for foure timesie- 
uen cares, and fine-- 1 could diftinguifli betweene a benefit and an. 
iniurv l neuer found a man that knew how to loue himklte : ere 1, 
wouldVay I would drowne my felfe, for the loue ofaGinny Hen, 
would change my humanity wtthaBaboone. f rlij 

Rod . What Should I doe ? I confefle it is my fiiame to be fo fond, 

hut ic is not in wy virtue to&rnend it* . 

^ Vertue a Jr<», tis in our felues, that wee arc thus, or thus, 
cur bodies are gardens.co the which our wills are Gardiners, ft tha 
if we will plant Ncttles.or fow Ltttice, fee lfop, and weed VpiTini * 
fuDDlv it with one gender of heatbes, or diftraft it withm.ny,?.- 
thef to haue it fieri ill with idkncfle, or manur’d with m u' h > ? 
iae gower,and corrigible authority of this, Ues m our wi • ^ 



the Moore of Venice. 



ballance of our Hues had not one f cale of rcafon, to poife another of 
fenfualityj the blood and bafenefle of our natures, would conduft 
rs to moft prepofterous conclufions. But wee haue rcafon to coo !e 
our raging motions, otrr carnall fling*, oor wibittedlufls ; whereof 
I take this, that you call loue to be a fed, or fyen. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

fag It is meerely a luft of the blood,and a permiffion of the will ? 
Come, be a man ; drowne thy felfe ? drowne Cats and blinde Pup- 
pies : I profefle me thy friend, and I confefle me knit to thy defer- 
uing, with cables of perdurable tougbnefle ; I could neuer better 
fteedc thee then now. Put money in thy purfe ; follow thefe warres, 
defeatethy fauour with an vfurp’d beard j I fay put money in thy 
purfe. It cannot be, thac Defdemona fhould long continue her (oue 
vnto the Moore, — put money in thy purfe,— nor he his ro her ; it 
was a violent commencement, and thou (halt fee an anfwcrable fe- 
queftration s put but money in thy purfe.— Thefe Moores are chan- 
geable in their wills .—fill thy purfe with money. The food that to 
him now is as lufhious as Locufts,fhall be to him fhortly as bitter as 
Coloquintida : She rnuft change for youth i when fhec is fated with 
hisbody, fbeewillfinde the error of her choycej ihee muft haue 
change, (he mull. Then, fore put money ,in toy purfe : If thou wilt 
needs damme thy felfe, doe it a more delicate way then drowning j 
make all the money thou emit. !f fah&imony, and a fraile vow, be- 
twixt an erring Barbarian, & a fuper- fubtlc Eenetia * »,bc not too hard 
for my wits, and aH the tribe of hell, thou Ihiltenioy her ; therefore 
make money,— a pox a drownirg, tis cleane out of the way ; feeke 
thou rather to be bang’d in compafsing thy ioy, then to be drowned, 
and goe without her. 

Rod. W lit thou he faft to my hopes, if I depend on the iffue ? 
a ^ \ , art J‘ ,re of nie— goe, make money— 1 haue told thee 
fV&n I cl C 5, ee * g Tn 3 anda 8 a,ne » l haft’ the Moore, my caufe 
f hemed » *** has no rcafon, let vs be coniund iuc in our re- 
utng againll him ; It thou canft cue’ old him, thou doeft thy felfe e 
pttalure,meafpott. There are many cuents inrhc wombeof Time, 
wh ch wnl b_ deliuered. Trauerfe, goe, prou.de thy money.wc will 
haue more or this to morrow, adieu? “ ™ 

Rod, Where fh <11 we met e i\h morning ? 

A&g* At my lodging 

- e 3 .Rod. 
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Rod. lie be with thee betimes. 

lag Go to,fare well:— doe you heare R oderigof 

Rod. What fay you? 

lag :^o more of d owning.doe you heare ? 

Rod. I am chang'd, I le goe fell all mv land. 

Exit Rodtrigo. 

I ajr. Thus doc I euer make my foole my purfc : 

For i mine ownc gain’d knowledge fhould prophane 
If I would time expend with fuch a fnipe, 

Bur for my (port and profit: I hate the Moore, 

And it is thought abroad that twixr my fheetes 
Ha’s done my office , I know nor,if’c be true— 

Yeti, for meerefufpicion in that kind, 

Wilidoe,as if for.fnrety : he holds me well, 

The better (hall ray purpose worke on him- 
Cafsio*s a proper cnan, U t me fee no w. 

To get this place, and co p u ne vp my will, 

A double knauery — how, how, — let me fee. 

After fome time, to abufc OthtHofs eare. 

That he is too familiar with his wife : 

He has a* perfon an J a (mooch difpofe, 

To be fufpe&ed, fram’d to make women falfe : 

The Moore is of a free and open nature. 

That thir.kes men honcftjthat but feemes to be fo: 
And will as tenderly be led bith* nofc — as Afles are : 

I ha*c, it isingender’d : Hkll andnight 

Muft bring thismonitrous birth to the worlds light* 

ASIua 2 « Sccsna i. 

Enter Montanio, G ouernor ^/Cyprus, V*th 
type other G cntlemen . 



M entanio. 



^Hat from the Cape can you difeeme at Sea? 

I Gent. Moving at all, it is a high wrought aooc, 

I cannot t wixt the heauen and the may ne 
Defcry a faile. 
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-the TM w rc of Vcn ice — ** 1 

Jfem. Jiet/unh t/,e. wind fiatAjpoh a.(oud at land ; 
JMtcr Mad ne'er do ad otirfaH (entente 
<?f lath yujftan’d do iip of 1 t/ae *fe a- > 
flat fils of < oa/{ , lale/i fit Atije tyotyth , 

Can AoM fAc Morftea ? ntlaf ,/l^ae Aaar -of (At*. . 

% . Cent. •M ifeyrejafto/i off Ac o’urAia'/i lleet / 

7 r c y do 6 uf ^lanitrtfren f/,ejdoan> *fAare , 

<7Ae cMd'/ra 6(lfo/aJ <fee//r la felt t//e Clcf/aery , 
lr/,e wiAJ-dMi'd eftnye, -,erf/i/ f / s /, nuf yoyWaao vain, 
iSeemJ- la end wate/r' o'* t/,e Oinviina Zey- , 
fo/rti cpne/irA fSic cf7(trj 9 fj’ o/ tA y eidc /' j’i 7 cd fooce y 

f/jiever did fife //toZe/trrtfo ft Vce/M 

Oji the c fib*/ / C/ A 

f//fAnf t//e Jtn 'A tj 1 / free Z 

fSe not' ettfiefre rlt, ccz/ct cam / ay J f /Ztcy } /'e cfj'o/md- 
\frij z/z/foofr/fe. 1c fear ctr a a A . 

fjCe/tC i i, fr Zjentfe/nan . 

j, tfen f. frejVJ, fords t oar wcu\f are c/oz/e \ 

C 77! e dc//? crate Ze/z/foc/Z fat/t cfo 6a/fo rZtZ e T/avkf, 

( J/i at t/j nr dcfr/ze/z/c/tf /i after, fojt/r/e? * af/tfo 0 / (Scare e 
U/at/f <fce/7 ayr/e is 04o jfsrtrc/i a /id iSri/frs'a/scrL 
f//i ff ffe^//rc& . ? 

c Mont . /ffo/r / icSt/ifif true . 

3 , \/Ac ±f/ /// rj /ere yj a 1 7/7 ' 

/{ Vere/icfja f x. dtc/(ae/ Ca/fto t 
fffeute/iORtt qft/jc war fife Jit 00 r OtAef/c , 
ffr co/r/ac a/t t.rAore j tAc ^Atear Ac/tg/eZ/o at *Je<x^ , 

% dt/irt t\f tU'JvifZ co//t /jtjfff eft //ere for Li/juru^ . 
foie dt. fo’/n y At rf osiY ; 'Hr eiwor///y tjci/crao j' , 

3-tfjrt. JSutfAij xfij/zir ( b///'o , tAei/g/i Ac ofoeaj 0 / CdZJtfvrA 

Jcar/fo/ /Ac Jur/f/A fo/r, ycr/c /W> ,faf// v / 
fou J for oj/m t/e foferr Je ^ra/ei ) forfAc y yrrrt foaiVfo 
Jft/jfofo chid Vi foe /if fe/stjAyf . 
foid 71 1> L./?dry Ace i/’s/j’ // c i/e ; 

Jor fo/aU-e if-cri/W AifJi , a /id tAe //UX71 cear/r a/*d<s 
J/At ct J : ut( isfod/'er . <f/etis to J/e %sect *s cdz^ , 

/red to errec Ac Vg/ffo t/cxtlr cone i/t , 
for to t/jro/r out oar dyes for t>)*aoc CtAe/fo y 
Sue/t' till ire //ra/e tAe /xat/t a /id if * cieficd 6 Ith/ 

Jf/i tn/c/hAci roaard . ^ 

C 












a 'Jfayect y Of Ol/cfto 

f/th Corny, Cef'j do <fo ; 

' 3 f> or every /ninutc ix xocpec ta/icy 
QJf n/o? r e arM van czj> „ 

Suf-ey Off/o ' 

Or/- /jArr/rAj- to tde V(tfccr/ 7 t- pA/s frar/ofe &/k , 
L j/af<sr> trap rape tAe ^d/yor : oA St fAe Ae&dsM 
f/e Arm df/soe rtyar/y/ tA-e eOc/nenAr , 

dor C Ao/PAis/z o/z a dancrfs'cna/ *fe c z , 
f tent. t ffr Ac /ijcff xAip'd ? 

Of/ Gdrir AarA id xfont/y te/z/Aez^f arid Ala pi/ct 
(if vcn/ expert and approv'd aftawa/tce \ 
\ 7 Acrrfore my Aopex y s/of- ./rer/refed to deaf A , 

Of ana in A Old etc 7*4. , 

Ididun. | df Xouf( } a. cfa id ! 

Caf 'W/iaf st a ife- / 

(font * jTle f 0/0/1 zx -e/nptyf asr tAe /v/tP o^f/Ofecw 
Stand ra/iAd q/peopA f and tAe if c?y ci xau/ . 
Caf Jfty /op ft/ do xAapc //zssipoj' fAe /o Pef/tJ^, 

fjent. 'z//cy do df/c/urrye f/a/ j'/of 0/ Courte/ic ; 
Ou/Jd'i-t’otdlr af Afff > 

Gy- / 7 ^y**:oiWjfi**> 

X//d 0 rve ttiS /j'tcfA 7p/w V/j f/int ij dt ft yd . 

fcnt- S/rAad. _ l -f/f 

pflo/it , iSufpood AAafe/ta/i f, 1/ oar tfenez'aA ton'd ] 
v Caf ^ //Oof foz *fa/z ate Ay, Ae Aat/t ettcAzcdd a js/atd 

fp/at Caraj/o"/ defijfpfro/i cuid nAfdfa/ne : 

One tAat exce/tx tAe yith/j ofA/xxonzp pens , 
iAnd /)/ fA } efent/at vc/Ao? of c/eat/osi 

Aftoex dear aff excedcjicf — 

0 zi fet * tfesit/em u n- > 

j/ojr/iojO } -jCio AlTtS put //l } 

Cent, ’tjjj one Cape y JfncLent to tAe best or ad , 
tot J. CA } ax A ad 7//af?jAit/e/n , avA cuid Aappf ^/ jce / > 
f/C/jpf/b fAun/e/arx, /ipA Seax, and AoJpAp tduidx , 
CAo aufferd/ocAx, and conp related xandx , 

S?dd?tr ftfre/d to c/oj Ac rr*r(dys Aee/ , ^ 




the dXdoore o/ Vcnice. ‘ 2 : 

As hauingfenfc of beauty, cJooTilt 
Their common nacurcs,ieccing goe fafely by 
The diuine Defdemona . 

jMon, Whacisftie? i 

Caf. She that I fpake of, our great Captaines Capeauie, 

Left in the conduft of the bold 

Whofe footing heere anticipates our thoughts 
A fennights fpeede — great lone Othello guard. 

And fweli his faile with thine owne powerfull breath 
That he may blefTc thh Bay with his tall fliippe, * 

And fwiftly come to Defdemona s armes. 

Enter Defdemona, Iago, Emilia, W Raderigo, 
Giuerencwdfire, 

To our exrindtcd fpirirs : 

And bring all Cyprw comfort, — O behold 
The riches t f the iliip is come on (bore. 

Ye men o f Cyprus, let her hiue your knees : 

H ai!c to thee Lad/ : and the grace of heauen, 

B-fore,behinde thee,and on euery hand* 

Enwhecle thee round. 

Def [ that: ke you valiant Qtfsio : 

What tidings can you tell me of my Lord? 

Of hie is not yet arriued,nor know I ought. 

But that hee’s well, and will be fhordy heere. 1 

E>ef Obutlfeare;. — how loft you company? 
r r TU . [ Within] fatten failt. 

Caf. The great contention ot the fta and skies 
Parted our fellowship : but harke v a faile, 

2 Gent. They giue their greeting to the Citadel!. 

This Iikcwife is a friend. 

C«f See for the newes : 

Good Ancient, you are welcome, welcome Miftrcflfe 
Let it nor gall your putience, good 1 go. 

That I extend my manners, tis my breeding. 

That giues me this bold (hew of courtefie. 

Slr » w °uld Ihegiue you fo much of her lips, 
of hex tongue fhehasbeftowed on me, 

J? > You’d 
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You'd baiie enough. 

Dtf. Alas ! (he has no Tpeach. 

lay. In faith too much : 

I find icftill, for when I ha leaue to flee pc, 

Mary .before your Lidifhipl g ; ant. 

She putsher tongue alittleih her heatt» 

And chides with thinking. 

Em. You ha little caufe to fay fo- 
lay. Come on, coin e on,y ou are Pictures out of dores / 
Bells in your Parlors : Wildcats in your Kit chins : 

Saints in your iniuries : Diuells being offended : 

Plavers in your houfewifery; and houfewmes m your beds. 
Dtf O fie vpon thee flanderer. 

Jay. Nay, it is true,or elfe lama T urky, 

You rife ro play, and go: to bed to worke. 

Em. You {lull not write my praife. 
lay. No,let me not. , • 

Dtf. W hat wouldft thou write of me. 

If thou (houldfl praife me ? 

fay O gentle Lady , doe not put me tor, 

For 1 am nothing, ifnot critical!. 

Def. Cojnc on,aflay— there’s one gontothc Harbor^ 

Jay. I Madam. . , , 

Def I am not mcrry,bu? I doe beguile 
The thing I am, by feemfngothetwifi. : 

Come how would l thou praife me f 
~ J <•*, Iamabout it, but indeed my indention 
Courts from fny p its, asbirdlime does from freeze. 

It plucks out braine and all : but any Mufe laoors. 

And thus fine is ce’iuered : ^ 

If (liebefdre andfttfi.faireneffe and Vtit ; 

The on? s for vft.tkt other vfeth < it. . 

Def Well prais’d : how if (lie be ulficksnd Witt} : 

Ia<7 If (he he blacke, and thereto haut a wit. 

Shoe } fade a white, that find herbUckneJJep. 

‘‘Def va orfe and worfe. 

Em. How if taye and foolifii ? . 

lag. She ticucr yet wasfoclp, that was Uire, 



the ?£\d'oore of Venice* 
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for euett her folly helpt her to an Hein • 

Def Thefe arc old parodoxes,to make fooles laugh Jth Alehouses 
What miferable praife haft thou for her, 

That’s foule and foolifh ? 

lag. T hire's none fo foule , and foolifh thereunto , 

But does fonleprankes, which fair e and wife ones doe . 

Def O heauy ignorance, chat praifes the word beft 1 but what 
praife couldft thou beftow on a dtferuing woman indeed ? one, that 
in the authority of her merits, did iuftly put on the vouch of very 
malice itfelfc ? 

lag* She that Was euerfaire 9 and neuer proud , 

Had tongue at Will 7 and yet was neuer loWd, 

Neuer lacks g°ld % and yet went neuer gay , 

Fled from her wi(h, and yet (aid, koW I may 1 
She t hat being angred , her reuenge being nigh , 

"Bad her wrong ft ay, and her difpieafure flye 5 
She that inyviftdome, neuer Was fofraile, 

T 0 change the Codjbeadfor the Salmons taile t 
She that could thinks, and tie re dtfclofc her minde , 

See Suters followings and not looke behivde : 

She was a Wight, ( if euer fuch Wight Were,) 

Def To doe what A 

lag To fucklefooles , and chronicle fmall Beere . 

Def O molt lame and impott nt conclufion : 

Doe not iearne of him Emillia,t ho he be thy husband : 

How fay you Cafsio > is he not a raoft prophane and libera! 
Counfellour? 

Caf He lpeakes home Madam you may rellifli him 
More in the Souldit rthenin the Scholler. 

lag. He takes her by the palme; I well fed, whifper; wirhas 
little a webbe as this, will I enfnarc as great a Flie as Cafsio. I, finite 
vpon her, doe : 1 w ill carch you in your own courtfliip : you fay true, 
tisfo indeed. I ffuch trickes as chefe ftripyou out ofyour Leiute- 
nancry, it hid been b. ttcr you had not rift your three fingers fooft # 
which no w againe, you are mod apt to phy the fir in : very good, 
well kift,and excellent courtefie \ tis fo indeed : yet againe, y our fin- 
gers at your lips? would they were Clifteipipes for your fake.— 
The Moore, 1 know his Iran-- pec. Trumpet within . 

E * 2 Sxter 
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Doe* challenge mach refye<ft : come Defdemmtt, 

Once more well met at Cyprus . Exeunt. ' . 

Jag. Doe thou meet me prefently at the Harbour : come hither. 
If thou beeft valiant, (as they fay, bafe men being in loue, haue then 
a Nobility in their natures, more then is natiue to them,) — lift me, 
the Leiutenant to night watches on the Court of G*ard : firft I Will 
tell thee this, Defdemona is diredly in loue with him. 

Rod, W ich him ? why tis not poftible. 

lag* Lay thy finger thus, ar,d let thy foule be inftrufted: marks 
me, with what violence (be firft lou’d the Moore, but tor bragging, 
and telling her fantafticalilies; and will ibeloue him fti II for pra- 
ting? let not thedifereet heart thinke it* Hereyemuft be fed, and 
what delight fh ill (be haue to lookc on the Diueil ? When the blood 
is made dull u ith the ad of fporc, there fhould be a game to inflame 
it,and giue fuciety a frefh appetite. Louelinesin fauour,fympathy 
in ycares, manners, 3nd beauties; all which the Moore is defediue 
in : now for want of thefe requir'd canueniences, her delicate ten- 
derneffe will find it kite abus’d, beginne to heaue the gorge, difrelifli 
and abhorre the Moore, very nature will inltrud her to it, andcom- 
pellher tofumc fecond choyce : v o* fir, this granted, as it is molt 
pregnant and vnforced pofition, who (lands fo eminently in the de- 
gree of this fortune, as Cxfsio does ?, a knaue very voluble, no farder 
confc ion able, then in putting on the meere forme of ciuill and hu- 
mane feeming, for the better coaipafsing of his fait and moil hidden 
look ions; A fubile flippery knsue, a finder out ofoccafions ; 
that has an eye, can (lamps 2 nd counterfeit aduantages, tho true 
aduant^geneuer prefent*it felfe. Bclides, the knaue is hand fame, 
yong, and hath all chafe rcquifices in him that folly and green mindes 
looke after ; a peftiknt compkac knaue, and the woman has found 
him already. 

Rod. I cannot beleeue that in her, (bee’s full of mod bleft con;* 
dition. 

lag. Bleft figs end : the wine (be drinkes is made of grapes : if 
(he had been bleft, (he would neuer haue lou’dthe Moore. Didft 
thou not fee her paddle with the palme of his hand ? did’ft not marks 
that t 

Rod. Y es,b.ut that was but courtefie. 

fag. Lechery, by this hand : an Index and obfeure prologue te 
D l the 
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Enter Othello, And. Attendants. 

Caf. Tis cruelyfo . 

Def. Lets meet him,andreceiue him. 

Caf. Loe, where he comes. 

Otb. Omyfaire Warriour. 

‘Def. My deare Othello. 

Oth. It giiies me wonder, great as my content* 

To Ice you here before me : O my foules ioy , 

If afer eucry jtempeftjCome fuch calmcndle. 

May the windsblow, till they haue wakened death; 

And let the labouring Barke clime bilks of leas, 

Ohmm high,and duck againe as low, 

As hell’s frotnheauen ; If it were now to dye, 

T’were now to be moft happy /or I teare 
My foule hath her content foabfolilte, 

That not another comfort, like to this 
Succeeds in vnknown Fate. 

Def. The heauens forbid, ' 

But that our louts and comforts (hou.d rncreafe, 

Euen as our dayes doe grow. 

Otb. Amen torh it, t weet Powers : 

I cannot fpeake enough of this content, 

It Hops me here, it is toomuclvof ioy : 

And this.and this, the gr eared ducord be, 

That ere our hearts (lull make. 

Ia<r. O, you are well tun’d now, 

But lie fee downethe pegs/hat makes this mufiqne, 
Ashoneftaslam. 

Oth. Come, let vs to the Cattle: 

Newes friend , our wars are done, the Turks are dro.v nd. 

Howdosmy old acquaintance of this 111- . 

Honny , you (lull be well defir d in Cjpnu ; 

I haue found great loue amongft them : O my fweet: 

I prattle out of fafliion,and I dote, 

jn mine owne comforts : Ipretheegoor ago, 

Goe to the Bay, and difimbarke my Coffers ; 

Bring thou the Matter to the Citadel! : 

He is a good ona,and bis worthinefle. 
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the hiftory, of lull and foulc thoughts : they met fo ncere with their 
lips, that their breathes embrte’d together, villanous thoughts, when 
thele mutualities fo marfhall the way ; hand at hand comes Rodtriy, 
the maker and the maine exercife, the incorporate conclufion. 
fir, be you rul'd by me, I haue brought you from Venice ; watch you 
to night, for ■command lie lay’t vpon you , Caftio knowes you 
not, ilenotbefarrcfromyou, due you findc fomc occafion to anger 
Cafsto.e itherby (peaking too loud, or tainting his difeipline, or 
from what other courfe you plcafe ; which the time (hall more fauo. 
rably minifter. 

Rod, Well. 

lag. Sir he is raih,and very fuddaioe incholer, and haply with his 
Trunchen may llrikc ac you ; prouoke him that he may, for cutnout 
of that, will 1 ciufe thefe of Cyprtu to mutiny, whofe qualification 
(hall come into no true talk aga in't,but by the difpbnting ot Caftio: 
So (liall you haueafhorter iourney to your dt fires, by the meanesl 
(hall then haue to profit them, & the impediment, molt profitably re- 
mou’d,without which there were no expc&ation of our profperity. 
Rod. I will doe this, if! cm bring it to any opportunity, 

Jag. 1 wart ant thee, meet me by and by at the Cittadcll ; I muft 
fetchiusnectffatiesalhore. — Fatewdl. 

Rod. Adue. Exit, 

lag. That Caftio loues her,I do well btlecue it j 
That (he loues hi n, tis apt and of great credit ; 

The Moore howbt’c, rhat 1 indure him nor, 

Is of a conftant^noble,louing nature; 

And 1 dare thinke,hec’ie prouc to Dtficmomt, 

A mod deere husband; now I doe lone her too. 

Not out of abfoluce luft',(iho peraduenture, 

I ftand accoTiptant for as great a fin,) 

But partly lead to diet my reuenge, 

For that I doe fu r pe<S the lulUull Moore, 

Hath leay’d into my feat.t he thought whereof 
Dot hi ike a poiforious mineral! gnaw my inwards; 

Aid nothing can, nor (hall content my foule, 
q ill i am cuen’d with him, wife for wifi 5 
Or failing fo, yet that 1 put the Moore, 

At kaft, into a iealoufic lo (bong, 
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That Judgement can not cure ; which thing to doe. 

If this poore trafh of Venice , whom I trace, 

For his quicke hunting.ftand the putting on, 
lie haue our sJddicbacl C*fsio on the hip, 

Abufe him to the Moorr, in the ranke garbe, 

(For I feare Cafsio , with my night cap to ) 

Make the Moore rhanke me, lone me,and reward me v 
For making him egregioufly an AfFe, 

And pra&ifing vpon his peac- and quiet, 

Euen to madnefle : — tis heere,but yet confus’d ; l 

Xnaueries plaine face is neuer dene, till vs‘d. 

s Exit 

Enter Othello’s Herauld y reading 4 Proclamation. 

It i sOthello's pleafure, our noble and valiant General!, that vpon 
certaine tidings nowarriued, importing the mecre perdition of the 
Tnrkijh Fleete; that enery man pat himfdft into triumph; fometo 
dance, fome makebonefirs; each man to whatfport and Reuelshis' 
addi&ion leadcs him; for befidcs thefe beneficial! ncwe$,it is the'ce- 
lebration of his Nuptialls : So much was bis pleafure fkmld be pro- 
claimed. All Offices are operand there is full liberty 3 from this pre- 
fenr houre of fine, till the bell harh told el men. Heauen bled: the Idle 
of and our noble Generali Ot hello, 

Enter Othello, Caffio, rf^Defdemons. 

Oth. Good CMichad looke you to the guard to night 3 
Let3 teach our felues that h mourable floppy 
Not to outfport difcretioti. 

Caf. Jago hath direftion what to doe : 

But notwithftandingj with my perfonall eve 
Will Ilooke to it. 

Oth. Jago is mofthomft f 
Michael goodnighr, to morrow with your earlic ft, 
m me haue fpec ch with you, come my deare ioue* 
i he pnrehafe made, the fruits are to eofue, 

That profirs yet to come twixt me and yon, 

Goodnight. Exit QcbUo WDetemona, 

Enter* 
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Enter I ago. 

Caf Welcome I ago, we tnuft to the watch. 

Jag. Not this houre Leiutenant, tis nor yet ten aclock s ourGe. 
Derail caft vs thus early for the toue of his Befdemona^ho let vs not 
therefore blame, he hath not yet made wanton ihe night with her j 
and (he is fport for / out. 

Caf. She is a moft exquifite Lady. 

Jag . And I le warrant her full of game. 

Caf. Indeed (he is a moft frefh and delicate creature. 
fag What an eye (lie has ? 

Me chinkes it founds a parly of prouocation.' 

Caf. An inuiting eye, and yec me thinkes right modeft. 
lag. And when (he fpeakcs.tis an alarme to lone. 

Caf She is indeed perfection. . 

lag. Well, happineffe to their (heetes come Leiutenant, I 

haue a dope of Wine, and heere without are a brace of Cyprus Gal- 
lants, that would faine haue a meafure to the health of the blacltc 
Othello. 

Caf Not tonight, good logo-, I haue very poore and vnhappy 
braines for drinking : l could well with cotirtefie would inuent lotne 
other cuftomeof entertainemenr. 

lag. O they are our friends, — but one cup: lledrinkeforyou, 

Caf I hadiunkc but one cup tonight, andthar was craftily qua- 

lified to, and behold what mnouation it makes here: Lam vntor- 
tunate in the infirmity, and dare not taske my weakeneffe with any 

lag . Whst man, tis a night of Resells, the Gallants defite it. 
Caf. where are they ? 

Jag. Here at the dore.I pray you call them in. . 

Caf He do’r, but it diflikes me. Exif 

lag. If I can fallen but one cup vpon hini, 

With that which he hath drunke to night ^iready, 

Hee’l be as full ofquarrell and offence, 

As my young miftris dog:— Noy mw ficke foofe Hodcrige, 

( Whom loue has turn'd a.'moll the wrong fide outward. ) 

To DcfUtmona, bath to nighrearouft 
Potations pottle deepe,a7 ; .d hee’sto w itch : 

Three tads of notilt dwelling fpirits, 





thc^Mio&re c/ Venice. 




(That hold their hohour,in a wary diftance. 

The very Elements of this warlike Ifle,) 

Haue I to night flaftred with flowing caps. 

And the watch too : now mongft this flock of drunkards, 

; I am to pat our fafsio in fome aftion, «• • 

That may offend the 1 11c $ Enter MontaniOjGaffio* 

But here they come s and others . 

If confequence doe but approouc my dreame. 

My boatc failes freely ,both with wind and ftreame. 

(faf Fore God they haue giuen me a roufe already. 

Mon. Good faith a little one,not paft a pint, 

As I am a Soldier, . 
lag. Some wine Hoe; 

And let me t he Cannikin clinke, clinke t 
And let me the Cannikin clinkey clinke : 

A Souldicr's a man, a life s but a Jpan s ' : . ' . 

Why then let a Souldier drinkg. — Some wine boy es* 

Caf Fore heauen an excellent fong. 

lag. I learned it in England , where ifideed they are moft potent in 
potting : your Dane, your Germane, andyour fwag-bellied Hollax* 
der , (drinke ho,) are nothing to your English. 

Caf. Is your Englifh man fo exquifite in his drinking ? 
lag. Why he drinkes you with tacillity,your Dane dead drunke : 
he fweates not to overthrow your Almaine\ he giues your Hollander 
a vorBit,ere the next pottle can be fild* 

Caf To the health of our Generali. 

Mon . I am for it Leiutenant,and I will doe you iuftice* 
lag. O fweet England, — 

King Stephen Was and a Worthy Peere 7 
His breeches cofl him but a croWne, 

He held 'em fix fence all to decre. 

With t hat he catd the T ay lor lowne , 

He Was a Wight of high renoW ne> 

<zAnd thou art but of low degree, 

T is pride that puls the Countrey doWnc, 

T hen take thine auld cloke about thee . — Some wine ho. 

Caf Why, this is a more exquifite fong then the other.- 
/*£• Will you heat’eagen? 

E Caf. 
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Caf. No, for I hold, hi® vnworthv of his place, that doesthofe 
things well, Hcauen’s aboue all, and there bee foules that mnftbec 
faued. 

Jag. It is true good Leiutenant. 

Caf For mine ownc part.no offence to the Generator any man 
of quallity, I hope to be faued; 
lag. And fo doe I Leiutenant. 

Caf. I but by your leaue, nor before rae ; the Leiutenant is to be 
faued before the Ancient. Let’s ha no more of this, let’s to our af. 
faires s forgiue vs our fins : Gentlemen, let ? s looke to our bufineffe : 
doe notchinke Gentlemen I am drunke,this is my Ancient.this is my 
right hand, and this is my left hand : l am not drunke now,l can fland 
well enongh.and (peake well enough. 

AH Excellent well. 

Caf. Why very well then t yonmuft not thmketnen, that I am 
drunke. Exit. c , , 

tjlion. To the plotforme matters. Come, let s let the watch. 

/*£. You fee this fellow that is gone before. 

He is a ''oaldier fic to ftand by Cafar, 

And giue direction : and doe 6utfce his vice ; 

Tis to his vertuc, a iuft equinox, 

The one as long as th’other: tis pitty of him, 

1 feare thettuft Othello put him in, 

©n fome odde time. of his infirmity. 

Will .(hike this lfland. 

Mon. But is he ofren thus. 

Jag. Tis euermore the Prologue to his fleepe ; 

Het’ie watch the horolodge a double fet, 

If drinke rocke not his cradle. . . , f . 

Mon. T’were well the General! were put in minde ot i*i 
perhaps he fees it not, or his good nature 
■oraifes the vertue that appeares in C*ft 10 ‘ 

And lookes not on his euills : is not this true ? 

* jaa. How now Redcrigo, Enter Rodcrigo, 

T nrav VOU after the Leiutenant.goc. Exit Rod. 

? Mon. And tis great pitty that the noble Moore 
Should hazard fuch a placets his owne fecond,. 

W’ithone of an ingraft infirmity • 




the Moore of Venice. 

It were an honeft a&ion to fay fo to the Moore. 

lag. Not I, for this faire lfland : 

I doe loue Cafiio well, and would doe much, " Helpe, 

To cure hitnof this euill : but harke,what noyle. 

Enter Cafsio, driuing in Roderigo. 

Caf. You rogue, you rafcall. 

Mon. What’s the matter Leiutenant ? 

Caf. A knaue, teach me my duty ; but lie beate the knaue into a 
wicker bottle. 

Rod. Beate me? 

Caf Dolt thou prate rogue ? 

Mon. Good Leiutenant ; pray fir hold your hand. 

Caf. Let me goe fir, or lie knock you ore the mazzard. 

Mon. Comc,come,you are drunke. 

Caf. Drunke ? they fight, 

lag . Away I lay, goe out, and cry a muteny. Exit Rod. 

Nay good Leiutenant : God’s- will Gentlemen, 

Helpe ho, Leiutenant t Sir, Montanio , fir, 

Helpe mailers, heer’s a goodly watch indeed: Abettings. 

Who’s that chat rings the bell ? Diablo — ho, 

TheTewne will rife, fie, fic, Leiutenant, hold, 

You will be fliam’d for euer. 

Enter Q thello, and G entlemen with Weapons. 

Oth. What’s the matter heere? 

Mon. I bleed ftillj am hurt to the death. he faints. 

Oth. Hold/or your lines. 

lag. Hold, hold Leiutenant,fir Montanio, Gentlemen, 

Haue you forgot all place of fence, and duty : 

Hold,the Generali fpeakes to you ; hold;hold,for fhame. 

Oth. Why how now ho, from whence arifes this ? 

Are werur’nd T ttrkes, and to our felues doe that. 

Which Heauen has fo: bid tbeOttatnites : 

For C hriftian Ihime.puc by this barbarous brawle 5 
He that ftirres next, to cai ue for his ownc rage. 

Holds hisfoule light, he dies vpon his motion ; 
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Silence that dreadful! bell,it fright* the l£le 
From her propriety : what’s the matter matters ? 

Honeft /ago, that lookes dead with grieuing, • 
Speake,who began this, on thy loue 1 chargerthee. 

Ug, i doc not know, friends all but now,euen now. 
In quartcr,and in termes.like bride and groome, 
Deueftii.g them to bed,and then but now*, i 
( As if fo ne Planet had vnwitted men.) 

Swords out, and tilting one at others breaft. 

In oppofition bloody. I cannot fpeake 
Any beginning to this peeuilh odds ; 

And would in ad ion glorious, I had loft 
Thofe legges,that brought me to a part of it. 

Oth. H ow came it Michael, you wer e thus forgot? 

Caf. I pray you pardon me, I cannot fpeake. 

Oth. Worthy to ontamoyaa were wont be ciaill. 
The grauity and ftilnefle of your youth, 

The world hath noted, and your name is great, 
jn mouthes ofwifeft cenfuret whatsthe matter. 

That you vnlace your reputation thus, 

And fpend your rich opinion,for the name 
Of a night brawler ? giue me anfwere to’t 

Mon. Worthy Othello , I am hurt to danger. 

Your Officer J*go can informe you, 

While I fpare fpeeeh, which fomething now ofteniS trie 
Of all that 1 doe know, .nor know I ought 
By me, that’s faide or done amiffc this night ; 

Vnlefie fdfc.charity be fomecime a vice, 

And to defend our felues it be a finne. 

When violence allay les vs. 

Otb. 'Now by heauen 
My blood begins my fafer guides to rule. 

And paffionhauing my belt judgement cooks, 

Affiayes to leade the way s If once I ftirre, 

Or doe but lift this arme.the beft of you 
Shall finite in my rebuke : giue me to know 
How this foulerout began, who fee it on, 

». nd he tlut is approou’d in this offence, 
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Tho he had twinn’d with me, both at a birth, 

Shall loofe me ; what, in a T owne of warre. 

Yet wilde,the peoples hearts brim full of feare, 
Tomannage priuate anddomeftike quarrells, 

In night, and on the Court and guard of fafety? 
Tis monftrous. /ago, who began ? 

If partiality affin’d, or le.igue in office 
Thou doeft deliuer more or leffe then truth, 

Thou art nofoldier. 

lag. Touch me not foneere, 

I had rather ha’ this tongue out of my mouth. 
Then it fliould doe offence to Michael Cafsio: 
Yeti perfwademy felfe to fpeake the truth. 

Shall nothing wrong him. Thu* it is Generali : 
Montanio and my felfe being in fpeeeh. 

There comes a fellow,crying out for helpe, 

And Cafsio following hi n with determin’d fword. 
To execute vpon him : Sir this Gentleman 
Steps into Cafsio, and intreates his paufe j 
My felfe the crying fellow did purfiie, 

Left by his clamour,as it fo fell out, , 

The Towne might fall in fright : he fwifr of foote. 
Out ran my purpofe i and I returnd the rather, 
For that I heard the clinkeand fall of fwordss 
And Cafsio high in oath, which till to night, 

I ne’re might fay before: when I camebacke, 

For this was briefe,! found them c'ofe together, 
At blow and thruft.euen asagen they were, 

When you your felfe did part them. 

More of this matter can I not report. 

But men arc men, the beft fometimes forget: 

Tho Cafsio did fome little wrong to him,° 

As men in rage ftrike thofe that wiih them befts 
Yet Purely fafsio, I beleeue receiu’d 
From him that fled,fome ftrange indignity, 

Which patience could not pafTe. 

Oth. I know lago, 

Thy honefty and loue doth mince this matter, 
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Making it light to Cafsio : Cafsio, I loue thee, a 

But ncuer more be Officer of mine. 

Looke if my gentle loue be not rais'd vp s , 

Enter Defdemona, with others* 

I*le make thee an example. 

Def. What’s the matter? 

Oth. All’s well now Tweeting : 

Come away to bed 5 fir, for your hurts. 

My felfe willbe your furgeon ; leade him off ; 

Jrff 0 ,loc>ke with care about the Towne, 

And filence thofe,whom this v ile braule uiltracted. 

Come Defdemena, tis the Soldiers life, 

Tohauc their balmy {lumbers wak’d wich Itrire, 

Jar. What, arc you hurt Leiutenant? 

Exit dMoorc, Defdemona , and attendants. 

Caf. I,paftallfurgery. 
lav. Mary Heauen forbid. 

Caf Reputation/eputation.ohlhaloftmy reputation: 

I ha loft the immottall part fir of my felfe. 

And what remaines isbeftiall. my reputation, 

J % m \s f am an honeft man, I thought you had re ceiu d fome bo- 
dily wound, there is mare offence in that, then m Reputation ; re- 
ouLTon is an idle and moft falfc impofition, oft got without tnent, 
deferuing: You toe 

puniibmtnr more in pohcie, tacnin malice, eue " ’ " fet0 

beate his offcnceleffe dogge, to affright an imperious Lyon . 

k. dtfpis'd, then 

Commander, with fo light. (o drunken, an “ f we are ? and 

Drunke? and fpeake parrat ? ™dfquabbk S= ’ fpiritof 

difeourfe fuftian with oneso wne ftadd ^^°" XeDiuell. 
wine, if thou haft no name to be known by , let vs caU tn e u 
Ug. What was he that you followed wich your fword . 

What had he done to you ? 

Caf. I know not. * - _ -]tf 
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lag. Iftpofsible ? 

Caf I remember a maffe of things, but nothing diftinftly ; a 
quarrell, but nothing wherefore. O that men foould put an enemy 
in their cnouthes, to fteale away their braines j that wee foould 
wichioy, reuell, pleafurc, andapplaufe, transforme our fclues into 
beafies, 

lag. Why, but you are now well enough : how cameyou thus re- 
couercd ? 

Caf. It hath pleased the deuill drunkenneife, to giue place to the 
deuill wrath ; one vnperfedneffe, fhewes me another, to make me 
frankely defpife my felfe. 

Tag. Come, you are too feuere a morraler ; as the time, the place* 
the condition of this Countrey ftands 5 I cuuld heartily wifo, this had 
not fobefalne ; but fince it is as it is, mend it, for your owne good. 

Caf. I will aske him for my place againe, hee fhall tell me I am a 
drunkard : had I as many meuthes as Hydra 3 fuch an anfwere would 
ftop em all ; to be now a fenfible man,by and by a foole^nd prefent- 
ly a beaft : euery inordinate cuppe is vnbleft,and the ingrcdiencc is 
a diuell. 

lag. Come, come, good wine is a,good familiar creature, if it be 
well vs’d; exdaime no more againft ic; and good Leiutenant,! think 
you thinke i loue you. 

C*fi l b^ue well approou'd it fir, — I drunke ? 

lag You, or any n an lining may be drunke at fome time man ; 
lie tell you what you fiballdoe,— — our Generals wife is now the 
Generali « 1 may fay fo in this rcfped,for that he hasdaiotedand gi- 
uen vp himfclfe to the contemplation, marke and denotement of her 
parts and graces* Confdteyour lelfe freely to her, importune her, 
fee’ll helpe to put you in ycur place againe vfoe is fo free, fo kinde* 
fo apt* fo blefled a difpoficiorr, that foe holds it a vice in her goodnes 
nor to doe more then foe is requeued, fhisbroken ioynt betweeue 
you and her husbandmtreat her to fplintcr,and my fortunes againft 
any lay, worth naming, this crackeof your loue (ball grow ftronger 
tftent’was before. ® 

Caf. You aduife me well. 

**£ 1 P r ordl in the fiocerity of loue and honeft kindntffe. 

Caf. 1 thinke ic freely, and betimes in the morning, will I be- 
seech the vertuous Dcfdtmona, to undertake for me $ I am defperate 

eff 
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3 8 The Tragedy of Othello 

of my fortunes, if they checke me here. 

lag. You are in the right : 

Good night Leiutenant,! maft to the watch. 

Caf] Good night honeft fogo. Exit*, 

fag. And what's he then, that fayes I play the villainy 
When this aduice is free I giue,and honeft, 

Probad to thinking, and indeed the courfe, 

Te win the Moore agen ? For tis moft eafie 
The inclining Defdemonn to fubdue, 

In any honeft fuite (he’s fram’d as fruitful^ 

As the free Elements : and then for her 

To win the Moore, wer e to renounce hisbaptifme, 

All feales and fy mbols of redeemed (in. 

His foule is fo infetter’d to her loue, 

That (he may make, vnmake, doe what (he lift, 

Euen as her appetite (hall play the god 
Withhis weakcfun6Hon:howam I then a villains. 

To counfell Cafsio to this parralleit courfe, 

Dire&ly to his good diuinity of hell, 

When diuells will their blacked fins put on, 

They d :>e fugged: at fir ft with heauenly (hewes. 

As I doe now ; for whilft this honeft foole 
Plyes Defdewona to repaire his fortunes, 

And (he for him,pleodes ftrongly to the Moore ; 

He poure thisptftilence into his care. 

That (her pcaleshiai for her bodies !uft; 

And by how much (he ftriues to doe him good, 

She (haft vfldoe her credit with the Moore*, 

So will l tin ne her vertue into pitch. 

And out of her ovine goodne fife, make the net 
That (ball enmelh them all : Enter Rodcrigo. 

one that filles vp the cry: my money isalmoft fpent I ha bi 
exceedingly well cudgelld : I thinke the lffue will be, I foal i baue 
much exp? ri t nee for my paines, and fo no mony at all, and v»«M 

lit'le mo: a wit returns to Venice. ■ . 

7»ij. How poore are they 3 that haue not Pauencv 
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What Wound did euer beale,but by degrees ? 

Thou knoweft we worke by wit, and not by witchcraft. 

And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Dos’tnoc goe well ? Cafsio has beaten thee. 

And thou,by that fmaU hort,haft cafoeir’d Cafsio, 

Tho other thingsgrow faire againft the fun. 

Yet frnites that blofomefirft,will firft be ripe; 

Content thy felfe a while j by th roaffe tis morning j 
Pleafure,and adtion,make the houresfeeme fhort : 

Retire thee, goe where thou art billited. 

Away I fay,thou (halt know more hereafters 
Nay get thee gon j Some things arc to be done. 

My wife moft mouefor Cafsio to her miftris, 

Iteftther on. 

My felfe a while, to draw the Moore apart. 

And bring him iumpe,when he may Cafsio findc. 

Soliciting his wife : I, that’s the way. 

Dull not deuife by coidneffe and delay. Exeunt. 

AElus j. Sccena j. 

S nttr CafTiOjWnVi t Mttfstians, 

A/l Afters, play here.I will content your paines, 
iV X Something thats bricfc,and bid good morrow Generali. 
T bey play, and enter the Clowne. 

Clo. Why mailers, hayourlnftrumentsbin at Naples, that they 
fpeake i’th nofe thus ? 
r Boy. Howfir,how? 

t It. Are thefe 1 pray.cald wind Inftrtments ? 

“Boy. I marry are they fir, 

Clo, O, thereby hangs a cayle. 

Boy. Whereby hangs a tayle fir? 

Clo. Marry fir, by many a winde Inftrumcnt that I know. Buc 
imafters, heer’s money for you, and the Generali fo likes your mu- 

>>que, that hee defiresyou for louesfake, to make no more noyfe 
Wjjtfrlt. 1 

F 
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Boy. Well fir, we will not. 

Clo. if you haue any mufique that maynot bee heard, to’ta. 
gaine, but as they, fay, to hearc mufique, the Generali does not 
greatly cate. 

Boy. We ha none fitch fir. 

Clo. Then puc your pipes in your bag, for lie away ; goe, vanifli 
into aire, away. 

Caf Doft thouheare my honeft fricni ? 

Clo. No,l hearc not your honeft friend,! heare you. 

Caf. Prethee keepe vp thy quillets, ther’s a poore peece of gold 
for thee : if the Gentlewoman that attends the Generals wife be 
flirting, tell her ther’s one Cafsio, entreates her a little fauour of 
fpesch — wilt thou doe this ? 

Clo. She is ftirring fir.ifibe will ftirre hither, I (hall feemetono- 
tifie vt.toher. _ Enter ligo. 

Caf. Doe good my friend : Tn happy time fngo. Exit Clo «. 

lag. Y ou ha not bin a bed then. 

Caf Why no, the day had broke before we parted : 

I ha made bold lago :o fend in to' your wife,— my fuite.r© her, 

Is, that (lie will to virtuous Defdemona, 

Procure me feme accelfe. 

lag. I le fend her to you prcfently , 

Andtledeuife ameaneto draw the Moore 
Gut of the way, that your conneife and bufin (D, 

May be more free. Exit-. 

Caf I humbly thar.ke you fot’c : I neuer knew 
A Florentine mere kind andhoneft. 

JEwttrEmilU.. 

Em. Goodinorrow good Lciutenant,! am lorry. 

For y ourdifpleafu! c,but all will foone be well. 

The Generali and his wife are talking of it. 

And fiie fpeakesforyou Hourly : the Moore replies, 

That he you hurt is ofgreat fame mppriu. 

And <»eat affinity, and that n wholefome wifedome, 

He might not but refufe : but he pr?teft*heloucsyo» s . 

And needs no other fuitoi but his likings, 

To take the f..feft occafion by the bout, 

To bringyou in againe. 



the Moore of V eni’ce. 

T Caf. Yet I befecch you. 

If you thinke fit, or that it may be done,' 

Giue me aduantage of fame briefe difeourfe 
With Defdtmona alone. 

Em. Pray you come in, 

I will beftow you where you (ball haue time. 

To fpeake your bofome freely. 

Caf. I am much bound to you. Exeunt, 

Enter Othello, li%o,and other Gentlemen. 
Oth . Thcfe letters giue lago to the Pilate, 
Andby him,doe my duties to theStatej 
That done, I will be walking to the worker 
Repaire there to me. 
lag. Well my good Lord, I le do’t. 

Oth. This fortification Gentlemen,(hall we fee’t ? 
Gent, Wevvaitcvponyour Lordfliip. 




Exeunt. 



£»r«-Defdemona,Caffio and Emillia. 

Def Be thou afliir’d good Cafsio, 1 will doe 
All my abilities in thy bchalfe. 

Em. Good Madam doe, I know it grieues my husband. 
As if the cafe were his. 

Def. O thai's an honeft fellow: — doc not doubt Gafin. 
But I will haue my Lord and you againe. 

As friendly as you were. 

Caf. Bounteous Madame, 

%hat euer lhall become of nJHicloael Cafsio, 

Hec’s neuer any thing but your trueferuant. 

Def. O fir, I thanke you, you doe loue my Lord e 
You haue knowne him long.and be you well afiur’d. 

He lhall in ftrangeft,ftand no farther off, 

Then ina politique diftance. 

Caf. I but Lady, 

That pollicy may either laftfo long. 

Or feed vpon fuch nice and waterilh dier. 

Or breed it fclfe,fo out of circumftance. 

That I being abfcnt,and my place fupplied, 

Fa 
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My Generali will forget my loue and fcruice. 

■DtJ T Do; not doubc thar,before EmiBta here, 

I giue thee warrant of thy place ? allure thee. 

If I do; vowa fticnllhip, I leper forme it. 

To the lafl: Article j my Lord (hall neuer reft, 

He watchhim tame, and talke him out of patience; 

His bed (hall feeme a fchoole,his boord a fbrtfc. 

He intermingle euery thing he does. 

With Cafsio’s fuite ; therefore be merry Cafsie, 

For thy foliciter (hall rather die. 

Then giue thy caufe away. 

Enter Othello,Iag 0 ,W Gentlemen, 

Em. Madam,hcrc comes my Lord. 

Caf Madam, ile take my leaue. 

Def. Nay day,andheare me fpeake. 

Caf. Madam not now.I am very ill at cafe, 

Vnfit for mine owne purpofe. 

Def. Well, doe, y ourdiferetion. £#»Caf*i< 

lag. Ha, t like not that. 

Oth. What dod thou fay ? 

Jag. Nothing my Lord,orif, — Tknow not what. 
Oth. Was not that Cafsie pitted from my wife? 
lag. Cafsta my Lord ?— no fure,J cannot thinke it. 
That he would dealt au’ay fo guilty- like. 

Seeing you comming. 

Oth. I doe be leeuc twas he. 

Def. Host now my Lord, 

1 haue been talking with afuiter here, 

A m m that languifb s iny our difpleafure, 

Oth. Who i’d y ou meanc ? 

* Def. Why your Leiutenant Cafsie&ood my Lord,, 
If l haue any grace or power to raoue you, 

Hisprefcnt reconciliation take : 

For if he be not one that truely loues you. 

That erres in ignorance, and notin cunning, 
lhaue no iudgement in anhoneft face, 

I prethee call him hacke. 




the TMoore of Venice. 

Oth. Went he hence now ? 

D'ef Yes faith,fo humbled. 

That he has left part of his griefes with me. 

To fuffer with him j good Lone call him backe. 

Ot. Not now f«ett ’DefdemtnfQtae other time,' 
Def Butfbaft.be (hortly ? 

Oth. The fooner fweec for you. 

Def. Shaft be to night at Cupper ? 

Oth. No, not to night. 

Def. To morrow dinner then f 
Oth. I (hall not dine at home, 

I meet the Captainesat thc Cittadell. 

Def. Why then to morrow night,or mefday morne; 
On tuefday- morne, omight, or wednefday morne, 

I prethee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three dayes ; 1 faith hee’s penitent. 

And yet his trefpa(fe,in our common reafon, 

(Saue that they fay, the warres muft make examples. 
Out of her bed) is not almoft a fault. 

To incurre a priuate checke : when (hall he come? 

Tell me Othello : I wonder in my foule. 

What you couldaske me, that I (hould deny ? 

Or ftand fo mam’ring on ? What AEchael Cafsie ? 

That came a wooing with you, and fo many a time 
When I haue fpoke ofyou difpraifingly. 

Hath tane your part, to haue fo much to doe 
Tobring him in? Truft me, I coulddoe much, — - 
Oth. Prethee no more,let him come when he will;, 

I will deny thee nothing. 

Def Why this is not a boone, 

Tisas I fhouldinireat you weare yourgloaess 
Orfeedonnouri(hingdi(hes,or keep you warm;,, 

Or fue to you, to doe a peculiar profit 
To yourowne perfon : nay, when I haue a fuite, . 
Wherein i meanc to touch your loue indeed. 

It (hill be full of poife anddifficult weight, 



efuil to be granted, 

I will deny thee nothing. 
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Whereon I doe befeech thee grant me this. 

To leaue me but a lirtle to my felfe, 

Def. Shall! deny you? no, farewell my Lord. 

Oth. Farewell my Dtfdcme»<t,V\z come rotbeeftraighc. 
Def. EmtHU, come, be it as your fancies teach you, 
What ere you be I am obedient. Exeunt D:f. And Em* 
Oth. Excellent wretch, perdition catch ray foule. 

But | doe louc thee,and when I loue thee not. 

Chaos is come againe. 

Jug. My noble Lord. 

Oth. What doeft thou fay Ugo ? 

Jag. Did Michael C*fi ia wJftn you wooed my Lady, 

firft to tail Why doeft thou aske? 
fag. But for a (atisfaftion of my thought. 

No further harme. 

Oth. Why of thy thought lago ? . 

Jao. I did not thinke he had been aquamted with her. 
Oth. O yes.and wen: between vs very oft. 

0%. indeed ? I indeed, dcfcern'ft thou ought in that ? 

IS /^ 0 H h omft ft mvLord? . Oth . Honeft > I honed. 
fag. My Lord,forought I know. 

Oth. What doeft thou thinke? 

lag Thinke my Lord ? . 

O t b. Thinke my Lord ? why doft toon ecchoe me. 

As if there were foroe monfter in thy thought. 

Too hideous to be lbowne ; Thou doft meane fomethii.g : 

I heard thee fay but now, thou lik’ft not that. 

When Cafsio left my wife : what didft not like . 

And when I told thee, he was of my counfel!, _ 

In my whole courfe of wooing, thou cridft indeed? 

And didft con t raft, and purfethy brow together. 

As if thou then hadft (hut vp in thy braine, 

Some horrible conceit : If thou doeft loue me. 

Shew me thy thought. 

fag. My Lord you know I louc you. s 



Oth. 
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Oth* I thinke thou doeft, 

And for I know, thou art full of loue and honefty. 

And weighed thy words,before thou giu’ft ’em breath. 
Therefore thefe flops of thine fright me the more ; 

For fuch things in a falfe difloy a:l knaue. 

Are t ickes of cuftome ; but in a man that'* iuft. 

The)) areclofe diLicions,working from the heart. 

That paflion cannot rule. 

Jag. For sJMichael Cafsio, 

I dare be fvvorne,! thinke that he is honeft. 

Oth. I thinke fo to. 

lag. Men fhould be what they feeme. 

Or chofe that be not, would they might feeme none. 

Oth. C ertaine/nen Ihould be what they feeme. 

Jag . Why then I thinke Cafsio' s an honeft man. 

Oth . Nay , yet ther $ more in rhis, 

I ptechce fpeake to me 3 as to thy thinkirgs . 

As thou doeft ruminate,arrdgiue thy worft of thoughts, - 
The word of wordb. 

lag . Good my Lord pardon me ; • 

Though I ana bound to cuery a<ft of duty, . 

I am not bound to that all (laues are free to, 

Vrtcr my thoughts : Why ,fay they are vile and falfe : - 
As where’s that pal] 2 Ce,whereinto foule things 
Sometimes intrude not? Who has a breaft fo pure, . 

But fone vncleanly apprehavfions, 

Keepe leetes and law- diyes^nd in fefsion fit 
With meditations lawfuil ? 

Oth . Thou doft confpirc agsinft thy friend logo 
If thou but thinkeft him wfong<j,and makeft his ears 
A ftranger to thy thoughts. 

dag. I doe befeech you, 

Though I perchance am vicious in my ghefle, 

(As I cdnfeflc it is my natures plague. 

To fpy into abufes,and oft my iealonfie 

Shapes faults that are not : ) that your wifedomc yet* 

From one chat fo imperfe&ly conceits, 

Would take no notice, nor biiildyour felfe a uouble 3 
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the Moore of Venice. 



Where vertue is,the(e are more vertuoHs : 

Nor from mine owneweake merits will I draw 
The (mailed feare.or doubt ofher reuolr. 

For (he had eieS.and chofenme : no I ago, 

He fee before I doubt}, when I doubr,oroue. 

And on the proofe,there is no more but this j 
Away at once with loue or iealoufie. 

lag . I am glad of it, for now I (hall haue reafon. 

To (hew the loue and duty that I beare you. 

With franker fpirit : therefore as I am bound 
Receiue it from me : Ifpeake not yet ofproofe, 

Looketo your wife,obferue her well with Cafsit ; 

Weare your eie thus, not iealous,nor fecure, 

I would not haue your free and noble nature, 

Out of felfe-bounty be abus’d, looke too t : 

I know our Countrey difpofition well. 

In Venice they doe let Heauen fee the prankes 

They dare not (hew their husbands: their bed conference 

Is not to leaue’t vndone,but keepe’e vnknowne, 

Oth , Doed thou fay fo? 

Jag. She did deceiue her father marry ing you : 

And when (he feern’d to (hake and fcare your lookes. 

She lou’d them mod. 

Oth. And fo (he did. ► 

fag. Why go too then, 

She that fo young, could giue ouefuch a feeming. 

To feale her fathers eyes vp, clofe as Oake, 

He thought twas witchcraft : but I am much too blame ; 
I humbly doe befeech you of your pardon. 

For too much louing you. 

Oth. I am bound to thee for euer. 

fag. I fee this hath a little dalht your fpirits. 

Oth. Not a iot, notaiot. 
lag. Trud me, I feare it has» 

I hope you will confider,what is fpoke. 

Comes from my loue :but I doe fee you are moou d, 
l am to pray you, not to draine my fpeach. 

To groffer iflues, nor to larger reach, 

C 



Then 
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Out of my fcatrering,and vnfureobferuancei 
It were not for your quiet, nor your good. 

Nor for my manhoodjionefly ,or wifedome, 

To let you. know my thoughts. 

Oth. What dod thou meane? 
lag. Good name in man and woman (decrc my Lord) 
Is the immediate Icwell of our foulcs : 

Who dealcs my purfe, ftcales tra(h,tts lomcthing, nothing, 
T was mine,tis his, and has bin flaue to thoufands : 

But he that filches from me my good name, 

Robs me of that .which not imiches him, 

And makes me poore indeed. 

Oth. lie know thy thoughts. # 

lag Y ou cannot ,if my heart were in y our hand, 

Nor mall not.whild tis in my cuftody . 

f*g' Q beware (my Lord) of iealoufie 5 
It is a green ey d mooder, which doth mocke 
The meat it feeds on. That Cuckold hues in blis, 
Whocertaine of his fate,loucs not his wronger : 

But oh.what damned minutes tclls he ore, 

Who dotes.ycr doubes, fufpeas,yet dtongly loues. 

Oth. O mifery. . , ... « 

jw. Poore and content,isnch,and rich enough, 

But riches finele(T',is as poore as winter. 

To him that euer feares he (hall be poore : 

Good heaucn.the foules of all my tribe defend 
From iealoufie. 

Oth Why, why is this? 

Thinkd thou I’de make alife of iealoufie . 

To follow dill the changes of the Moonc 
With frelh (ufpitions ? No to be once doubt, 

Is once to be refolu’d : exchange me for a Goate, 

When I (hall turne the bufineffe of my loule 
To fuch exufflicate, and blowne furmifes. 

Matching thy inference :«s not to make me lealous, 
Tofaymf wife isfaire, feedes well, loues company, 

Is free of lpcech, bugs, playes, and dances well ; 
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Then to fufpicion. 

Oth, I will not, 

lag, Should you doe fo my Lord, 

My fpeech fliouldfali into Inch vile fucceffe, 

As my thoughts aime not at s Cafsio's , toy worthy friend: 
My Lord, [ fee you are moood, 

Oth. No, not muchmoou’d, 

1 doe not thinke but ‘Defdemena s honeft. 

Jag. Long line file fo, and long liue you to thinke fo,_ 
Oth. And yet bow narure erring from it felfe. 

Jag. I, there’s the point : as to-be bold wtCtt you, 

Nono affect many propofed matches. 

Of her ovvnc clime, complexiomanl degree. 

Whereto we fee in all things nature tends 5 
Fie we may fmell in fuch a will mod ranke, 

Foule difproportion,thoughts vrmaturalL 
But pardon me : I doe not in pofition, 

DifHnftly fpeake of hcr,tho 1 may feare 
Her will rccoyling to her bstter iudgement. 

May fall to march you with her ccuntrcy formes. 

And happily re pent.. 

Oth . Farcwell 3 i£aiore* 

Thou deed prrceiue,\et me know wore,fet on 
Thy wife toobferue : leaueme I*go t 
Jar. My Lord 1 take my leaue. 

Oth. Why did I m 3 try ? This honeft creature doubflcffi 
Sees, and knowes more,napch more then he vnfolds. 

Jug My Lord 5 1 would 1 ought intreat your honour, 

To lean this thing no fuuhcrJcaue it to time, 

And though tis fit that Cafsio haue his place, 
f For Cure he fills it vp with great ability,) 

Yet if you pleafe to hold him off a while. 

You fliall by thar,percdue him and his mcancs ; 

Note ify our Lady ftraine hcrcntercainemcnt, 

With any ftrongor vehement importunity. 

Much will be fccnein chat,inthe meane time. 

Let me be thought too bufa in my fearer 
(As worthy caufe I haue,to fearc lam •) 
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And hold her free, I doe befeech your honour, 

Oth. Fearc not my gouerneroenr. 

jag. 1 once more take my leaus. Exit, 

Oth. This fellowe’s of exceeding honefty, 

An i knowes all quantities.with a learned fpirit 
Ofhumane dealings: If I doe prooae her haggard, 
Jhothat herlcffcs were my deare heart firings, 

I'de whittle her off, and let her dewne the wind. 

To prey at fortune. Happily ,for I am blacke. 

And haue not thofe foft parts of conuerfation. 

That Chimb .rers haue,or for I am declind 
Into the vale of y cares.yet that’s not muen, 

Shee's gone, l acr. abus’d,and roy releife 
Mutt be to loath her t O curfe of marriage, 
Thatwecancali thefe delicate creatures ours, 

And not their appetites : l had rather be aToade, 

And liue vpon the vapor in a dungeon. 

Then keepe a corner in a thing T loue, 

For others vfes : yet tis the plague of great ones, 
Prerogatin'J are they leffe then the bale, 

Tis deiteny,vnniunnable,like death : 

Euen then this forked plague is fated to vs, 

When wc doe quicken J Defdemotu comes. 

If ihe be falfe,0 thenheauen mocks it felfe. 

He notbeleeue ir. 

Enter Df fdemona and Emillia. 

Def. How now my deare Othello 1 
Your dinner, and the generous i lander 
By you inuited.doe attend your prefence. 

Oth. I am to blame. 

Def. Why isyourfp.'echfofaint?areyounotwell? 
Oth. I haue a paine vp">n my forehead, beare, 

Def W hy that’s with watching, I’a ill away againe ; 
Let me hut bind it hard,* ithin this houre 
It will be well. 

Oth. Your napkin is too little « 

Let it alone come 1 le go in with you. 

Def. I am very lorry that you are cot well. 
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Dangerous conceits are in their natures poifons, 

Which at the firft are fcarce found to diftaft ; 

But witha littleaft vpon the blood. Enter Othello. 

Burne like the mines of fulphure : 1 did fay fo : 

Look where he comes, not Poppy, nor Mandragora, 

Nor all the droufic firopps of the world, 

Shall euer medccine thee to that fweet fleepe. 

Which thou owedft yefterday. 

Oth. Ha,ha,falfetome,tome? 

lag. Why how now Generali? no more of that. 

Or. Auant.be gon,thou haft fet me on the racke, 

I fweare,tis better to be much abus’d, 

Then but to know’t a little. 
fag. How now, my Lord? 

Oth. Whatfence had I of her ftolne hourcsof luft; 

I faw’t not, thought it not, it harm’d not me, 

I fltpt the next night well.was free, and merry 5 
I found not Cafuo’s kiffes on her lips ; ■ 

He that is rob’J.rot wanting what is ftolne. 

Let him not know’c, and hee’s not rob’d at all. 

Jag. I am forry to hear? this. 

Oth. I had bin happy if the gencrall Campe, 

Py oners,an;l all,bad tailed her fweet body, . 

So I had nothing known? : O now for cuer 
Farewell thetrauquile mind,farewell content 5 
Farewell the plumed trcope,and the big warres. 

That makes ambition vertue : O farewell, 

Farewell the neighing Steed, andthe IhrillTrumpe, 

The fpii it-ftirring Drumme,the care-pcircing Fife, 

The royall Bannerpmd allquility. 

Pride, pompe,and circumftance of glorious warre. 

And,0 ye mortall Engines, whofe wide throates. 

The immortal lones great clamors counterfeit } 

Farewell ,Otheltocs Occupation’s gone. 

Jag. lftpnfsiblemy Lord? 

Oth, Vil!aine,befurethouprouemy Louca whore, 

Be fure of it.giue me the ocular proofe. 

Or by the worth of my eternall foule, 

Gj Thon 
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Em. I am glad I haue found this'papkin, fxftOth. and Del 
This was her firft remembrance from the Moore, * S . 

My wayward husband, hath a hundreditimes 
Wooed me to fteale it, but (he To loueS the token. 

For he coniur’d herjfhe (hould cuer keepe it, 

That flu referues it euer more about her. 

To kiffe.and talkc to ; Ileha the worke tane our. 

And giu’c I ago : what he’ldoc with it* 

Heauen knowes,not L, Enter Iago; 

I nothing,but to pleafe his fantafie. 

lag. How now,what doe you here alone? 

Em. Doe not you chide, I haue a thing for you. 
lag. A thing for mc,it is a common thing— 

Em. Ha? 

lag To haue a foolilh wife. 

Em. Q,is that ali? wh3t will you giue me now, 

For that fame handkerebiefe ? 
lag. Whathandkerchiefe? 

Em. VVhat handkerChiefe ? 

Why tlwt the Moore firft gaue to Defdemona, 

That which fo often you dudbid me fteale. 
lag. Ha’ft dole it from her? 

Em. No faith, (he let it drAp by negligence. 

And totheaduantage,! being here ,tnoke rt vp : 

Looke.,hereit is. . . 

lag. A good wench giue it me. 

Em. What will you doe with it, 

That you haue bin fj earned to haue me filen it ? 
lag. Why, what’s that to you ? 

Em. If’tbenot forfome purpofe of import, 

Giue mee’r againe, poore Lady, Ihec’ll run mad 
When line {hall lack? it. 

lao. Be not youacknowne on’t,I haue vfe for it goleaue me, 
I will in C*fsio’j lodging lofc this napkin, Exit Era. 

And kt him find it : Trifles light asayre. 

Are to the iealous,confirmationsftrong 

As proofes of holy Writ, this may doe fomethwg s 

The Moore already changes with my poXon, _ 
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Thou hadl bin better haue been borne a dog, 

Then anfwere my wak\i wrath, 

lag* 1° -ome torhis? 

Ot. Make me to fet^or at the leaft fo proue it, 

That the probation, beare no hinge,nor loope. 

To hang a doubt on .*or woe vp on thy life, « 
lag . • My nc>ble Lord. 

Oth. I f thou doe ft (lander her, and torture me, 

N truer pray more, abandon all remoice • 

On horrors head,horrors accumulate : 

DjdeedSjtom-kc.* heauen wecpe,allesith aum*J, 

For nothi ig canft thou to damnation adde.greacer then that, 
lag. O grace, O heauen defend me. 

Are you a mambaue you a foule or fence ? 

God buy you, take mv office,— O wretched foole, 
Thatliuctt to make thine honefly a vice; 

0 monftrous worldjtake note, take note O world. 

To be dtreft and honeft, is not fafe, 

1 chanke you for this profirand from hence, 

Ik lone no friend finccioue breeds fuch offence. 

Oth , Nay fhy ,thou fliouldft be honed 
Jag* 1 fh ould be wife, for hone flit's a foole. 

And loofes that it workes for. 

Oth . By the world, 

J thinke my wife be honeft and thinke (lie is not, 

J thnkr chat thou arc iuft,sndthmke thou art noc; 

lie haee fovte proofe .* her name that was as frefti 
As T)Um vifage,i$ now begrmd,and bkeke 
As mine owne face s if there becords,or kniues, 

Poyfon,or Hre,orfuftocacing ftreames, 
lie not endure it : would 1 were fatiflicd. 

l.:g. 1 fee fir, you are eatsn vp with palfton, 

I doe rep nt me drat 1 put it to you * 

Yon would be fatisfied. 

Oth. Would, nay,I will. 

lag. And may ,buthow,how fati fled my Lord? 

Would you r he fuperuifion gtoflcly gape on# 

Behold her topt? 
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Oth, Deathand damnation —oh. 

Ug. It wcreatcdionsdiffii.'ulty Irhinkc, 

To bring cm to chat profpe&,damem then. 

If euer mortall eyes did fee them boulfter 
More then their owne ; what then, how then ? 

What fhalll fay ? where's fat isfaftion ? 

It is impoffible you fhould fee this, 

Were they as prime as Goarcs, as hot as Monkics, 

Asfalt as Wolues in pride,and fooles as groffe 
As ignorance made drunke : But yet I fay, 

Ifimputation and ftrong circumftances, 

Which leade dire&ly to the doore of truth. 

Will giueyou fati$faclion,yoii may ha’c. 

Ot. Giue me a lining reafon,that (he's difloyalk 
lag* 1 doe not like the office, 

But lith I am enter'd into this C3ufe fo farre, 

Prickt to'c by foolifh honefty and lone, 

J will goe on : I lay with Cafsio lately, 

And being troubled with a raging tooth,! could not fleepe. 
There are a kind of men fo loofe of foule. 

That in their fleepes will mutter their affaires, 

One of this kind is Oafs to : 

Infleepe I heard him fay. Sweet Defdemona , 

Let vs be wary Jet vs hide our loties i 

And then fir wouldhe gripe and wring my hand# 

Cry our,fiveet creaturc,and then kiffe me hard. 

As ifhepluckt vp kiffesby the rootes. 

That grew vpon my Hps,chen laved his leg 
Ouermy thigb,and figh’d,and killed and then 
Cried 3 curfed fate,thac gaue thee to the Moore. 

Oth. O monftrous, monftrous. 
lag. Nay,this was bur his dreame. 

Oth* But this denoted a fore- gon conchafion, . 
iis a (hrewd doubt tho it be but a dreame, 
lag. And this may hclpeto thicken other proofes* 

That doe demonftrate thinly . 

Oth. Iietearehcr all topeeces. 

lag, Nay,bucbe wife, yet we fee nothing done# ; 
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Andtoobcy,(liallbeinmercmorce, * 

What bloody wot ke fo cuer. 

Oth I greet thy louc ; 

No: with rainc thanks, but with acceptance bounteous. 

And will vpon the inftant put thee to’c. 

Within thtfe three dayes^lec me heare thee fay, 

That Cajsios not aliue. 

lag. My friend is : 

Tis d >ne as you rtcjueft^but let her liue. 

Oth. Dam her l wd minks : O dam hen 
Come,goc with meapirtjl will withdiaw. 

To furniflime with fome (wife meanes of death. 

For the faire dstnll : now art thou my Leiutcnant. 
lag. I amyourowneforeuer. 

Ex£unt> 

Enter Defdemona,Emil!a and the Clowne. 

Bef Doe you know lirra, where the Leiutenant Cafsiolksi 
Clo. I dare not fay he lies any where. 

Bef. Why man ? 

Clo . He isaSoldj.er,and for one to fay a Soldier lies, is dabbing, 
Bef Go to,where lodges he ? 

Clo. To tell you where lie lodges js to tell you where I lie. 

Bef Can any thing be made of this? 

Clo. I know not where he lodges, and for me to deuife a lodging, 
and fay he lies there,were to lie in mine owne throate. 

Bef. Can you enquire him our*and be edified by report? 

Clo. I will cathcchizc the world for him, that is, make queftions. 
And by them anfwer. 

Bef. Seckehitir, bid him come hither, tel! him I haue mouedmy 
Lord in his behalfe .and hope all vvil be well. 

Qo. To doe thi v$ within the compalfe of mans witte. and there- 
fore lie attempt the doing of it. Exit „ 

Bef ‘Where ftiould l loeTe -that handkerchiefe Emitti* ? * 

Em. 1 know not Madam. 

Bef Beleeue me 3 I had rather loofe my purfe 
FullofCrufadoes : and but my noble Moore 
Is true of roind^ndmadecf oofuchbafcneflei 
As iealous creatures are, it were enough 
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She *ay be honeft yet : tell me but this, 

Haue yoii not fometimes feene a handkerchiefe. 

Spotted with ftrawberries in your wiues hand? 

Oth. I gaue her fuch a one,twas my firft gift. 
lag. I knpwnot tbat,but fueh a handkerchiefe 
I am fureit Was your wiucs,did I to day 
See Cafstjr wipe his beard with, 

Oth. if’rbe that. 

Jag. IP« be that,or any.it was hers, 

Itfpeakes aga'inft her, with the other proofes. 

Oth. O that the flauc had forty thoufand Hues, 

One is too poore, too weake formy reuenge s 
Now I doe fee tis true,looke here I ago. 

All my fond loue, thus doe I blow to heauen,— tis gone. 
Arife blacke vengeance from thy hollow Cell, 

Y eeld vp O loue thy cro vne,and hearted Throne, 

To tyrranous hatc,fwell bofome withthy fraught. 

For tis of Afpicks tongues. he knceles . 

lag. Pray be content. 

Oth. O blood, Jago, blood. 

lag. Patience I fay, your mind perhaps may change. 
Oth. Neuer /<*£#; 

Like to the Pontick^Sa, 

Whofc icy current and compulfiue courfe, 

Ne’r feels retiring ebbe,but keepes due on, 

To the Tropoxtickjtnd the Hellcfpont : 

Euen fo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace. 

Shall neVe lookc backe,ne’re ebbe to humble loue. 

Till that a capeable and wide reuenge 
Swallow them vp. Now by yond marble Heauen, 

I n the due reuerence of a facred vovv, 

I here ingage my words. 

lag. Doe not rife yet : IagO hneels. 

Witnefle the cuer-burning lights aboue. 

You Elements that clip vs round about ; 

Witnefle that here, Iago doth giue vp 
The execution of his wit, hand, heart, 

To wrong’d O thcKoe's feruice : let him command. 




I! : 



I! 



i The 'Trapedj of O thello 



To pat him toiill thinking. 

Em. Ishenotiealous? 

Def. VVho lie ? I thinke the Sun where he was borne,. 
Drew all fuch humors f rom him. Enter Othello. 

Em. Looke where he comes. 

D ef I will not leaae him now, 

Till Cafsio be cald to him : how is it with you my Lord ? 

Otb. Well my good Lady : O hardnefle to diflemblc s 
Howdoeyou Defdemona? 

Def Well, my good Lord. _ ' 

Oth. Giuc me your hand, this hand is moift my Lady. 
Def. It yet has felt no age.nor knowne no forrow. 

Otb. This argues fruit fulneffe and liberal! hcarr, 
Hot,hot,and moyft.this hand of yours requires 
A fcquefter from liberty : faffing and praying, 

Much caftigation.exercife dcuout 5 

For here’s a young and fweating dcuill here. 

That commonly rebels : tis a good hand, 

A franke one. 

Def. You may indeed fay fo. 

For twas that hand th 3 C gaue away my heart. 

Oth. A liberall hand,the hearts of old gaue hands, 
Eut our new herraldry is hands, not hearts, 

Def. I cannot fpeake of this ; come now your promue. 
Oth. What promife chuckc ? 

Def I haue lent to bid Cafsio come fpeake with you- 
Otb. I haue' a fait and fallen rhume offends me, 

Lend me thy handkerchiefc. 

Def Here my Lord. 

Oth. That which I gaue you, 

Def. I haue it not about me. 

Oth. Not. 

'Def. No indeed my Lord. 

Oth Thats a fault : that hanakercluefe 
Did an Egyptian to my mother giue. 

She was a Charmcnand conld almoft reade 

The thoughts of people ; (he told her while The kept ir, 

T would make her amiable, and fubdue my father 
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Intlrely to her l®ue : But if fhe loft it. 

Or made a gift of it ; my fathers eye 

Should hold her loathed, and his fpirits fhould hunt 

After new fancies 5 She dying, gaue it me. 

And bid me,when my fate would haue me wiue, 

To giue it her ; I did fo, and take heed ©n’t. 

Make it a darling, like your pretiou^y e, 

T o loofe.or giut’c away, were fuch perdition. 

As nothing elfe could match. 

Def I’ftpofhble ? 

Otb. Tis true.ther’s magickc in the web of it, 

A Sy bell that had numbred in the world. 

The Sun to courfe two hundred compares, 

In her prophet ique fury.fawed the Worke : 

The worrtie6 were hallowed that did breed the filke. 

And it was died in Mummy .which the skilfull 
Conceruc ofMaidens heart*. 

Def. Indeedji’ft true ? 

Oth. Moft veritab!e > therefore , looke to’t well. 

Def. Then would to God that I had neuer feene it. 

Oth. Ha, wherefore ? 

Def. Why doe you fpeake fo ftartingly and rafli ? 

Oth. I’ft loft ? i’ft gone ? fpeake, is it out o’the way ? 

Def Blcfle vs. } 

; Oth. Say you? 

Def 1 1 is not Ioftjbut what and if it were ? 

Oth. Ha. 

Def I fay it is not loft, 

Oth. Fctch’t,let me fee it, 

Def W hy fo I can fir.but I will not now, 

This is a tricke,to put roe from my fuitc, 

I pray let Ca/sie be reefeiu’d againe. 

Oth. Fetch me that bandkerchiefe,roy mind mifgmes. 

De. Cotne s come,you’l neuer meet a more fufficient man. 

Oth. The handkerchiefc, 

Def A man, t hat all his time 
Hath founded his good fortunes on your loue. 

Shar’d dangers with you, 

Ha ' Oth. 
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Oth. The handkerchiefs. 

T>cf In (oothyou arc too blame# 

Oth. Away. Exit; 

Em* Is not this min iealous? 

Def In* re fiw this before: 

Sure chcr’s fo jv: wonder in this hmdkerchiefe #v 
Ian mod vnhappy in the loflejjf it. 

Enter Iago^woCamo. 

Em. Tis nnc a yeare or two fhewes vs a man, 

They ire all but ftomicks, and we all bur foodc ; 

They cate vs hungerly.an i whenrh.7 are full. 

They belch vs ;looke you ,C*fst<> and my husband. 

Ia%. Vhere is-no other way, tis (lie trn-ft dae it. 

And loe the happmefl'e.goe.and importune her. 

Def, How n >w good Cafiio wnats thf newes With ■. ou f 
C«f. Kladam.my former fuite : I doe b fecch you. 

That by your vertuous meant s I may agiine 

Exiftymd be a member of his leue, 

Whom I, withalirhcofficeo^rry heart, 

Intirely honour. I w n uld not be dtlay.td; 

If my off net be of fueh moitall kind. 

That not my ferine pafijiiQJ ptfcf-n- forrowci, 

Nor nuvpoi’d merrit in futiirity, 

Can raniotne me into his leue agr-ioe, 

Tnttoknow (b.rrull berry benefit. 

So (hall I c’oath me in a forc’d cont. nty 
And flint my felte v p in feme other courfe. 

To fo: tunes almes* 

•D'.f. Alas thrice gentle. Cafsto, 

Mvadnocacion is not now-in tune;- 

My Lord is not my Lord.nor fli uld I know hiSft, 

Were he inUuour,as in humor alt reds 
Sohelpe me,euery fpirit fan&ified. 

As I hauefpokeftfor you all my belt. 

And flood within the blanke of his difpleafure 
For my free fpeech : you muft a while be patient, 

What i can doe I willed more I will 
Then for my idle I da> e,let that fuffice you. 
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Is my Lord angry? 

* Em. He w nt hence but now. 

And cerrainely in ftrangc vn quiet riclfe. 

hg\ Can he be angry? I luge feeae the Cannot^ 

When it haft blownetiis rankes into the ayre ; 

And ("like the deuillj from his very amu, 

Pufc his ownc brother>and can he be angry ? 

Something of momentthen: I will goe meet'hirn. 

There’s matter in\ indeed, if he be angry. 

Def l prethee doe (o : {omething fu e of S tate, 

Eitn r from ,or fome v .hat cht pra dice, 

Made demonftrable here in Cipres to him* 

Hath pudled his cleere fpiric.and in fuch cafes, 

Mens natures wrangle with inferiour things, 

Tho great ones are the obit ft, 

Tis cuen fo ; for let our finger ake. 

And it endues our other healthful! members, 

Euen to that fenfe of paine 5 nay>we muft chin£e. 

Men are not gods. 

Nor of them looke for fuch obferuances 
As fits the Bridall : befhrewme much EmiRi*, 

1 was (vnhmdfomc warrior as I am) 

Arraigning his vnkindnefle with my foule ; 

But now I findj had fubbornd the wicnefle, 

And h-e’i indited fa'fly. 

Em. Pray heauen it be ^tate matters as you tbinkc. 

And no conception, nor no iealous toy 
Concerning you. 

Def Alas the day,! neuer gaue him caufe. 

Em. But iealous fonles will not be anfwercd fo. 

They are not euer iealou for the caufe, 

But iealous for they are iealous : tis ‘a monfter. 

Begot vpon ir felft^borne on it fdfe. 

E>ef Heauen keeps that monfter from Othello's mind* 

Em. Lady, Amen. 

Erf I will goe feekehim^Crf/w walke hereabout. 

If I do“ finde him ficelle moue your fuite, Exeunt Defd. 

Andfeeke to effeft it to my vttermoft. and Emilliat 

H 3 Cap 





200 210 220 230 




240 250 




III 




260 270 280 290 300 









t 



<5o The ( Trdged) o/'Othello 

Caf. I humbly tbankc your Ladifhipi £w#r Bianca, 

H tan. Sauc you friend Cafsio, 

Caf. What make you from home ? 

How is it with you my moft faire "Bianca ? , 

Indeed fweet loue I was comming to vour houfe, 

"Bia. And I was going to your lodging Cafsio j 
What.keepe a weeke a'i'ayf feuen daies and nights, 

Eightfcore eight honres,and louers abfent houres. 

More tedious then the diall, eightfcore times. 

Oh weary reckoning. 

Caf Pardon me Bianca, 

I haue this while with leaden thoughts bin preft s 
But 1 {hall in a more continuaretime, 

Strike off this fcorc of abfence : fweet Bum*, 

Take me this worke out. 

Sm. Oh C*f tio > whence camethis? 

This is fome token from a newer friend 
To the felt abfence,ndw l fcele a caufc, 

I’d come to this t welt, well. 

Caf. Go to woman, , 

Throw your vile ghefles in the deuills teeth, 

From whence you haue them, you are iealoBS now. 

That this is from fome Miftris,fome remembrance, 

No in good troth Bianca. 

Bia '. Why,vvhofe is it ? ^ 

Caf. I know not fweet, I found ic m my chamber, 

I like the worke well, ere it be demanded. 

As like enough it will;I’de haue ic copped. 

Take it and do’c.and leaue me for this time. 

Via. ‘ Leauc you,whcrefore? 

Caf, I doe attend here on the Generali, 

And thinke it no addition, nor my wi(h. 

To haue him fee me woman’d. 

'Bit. Why I pray you? 

Caf. Not that 1 lone you not. 

Bia. Bur that you doe not loue me : 

I praV yon brio® me on the way a little. 

And fay', if I frail fee you fooneat night. 
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Caf. Tis but a little way that I can bring you. 
For I attend here,but He fee you foone. 

Bia. Tis very good, I mufl: be circumffanc'J. 

JBm 4* Sceena i. 
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Enter Iago and Othello* 

■t TTC 7T11 you thinke fo? 

V V Oth. Thinkefo lag*, 
jag. What.to kifle in priuate ? 

Oth. An vnauthoriz’d kifle. 
lag. Or to be naked with her friend abed. 

An houre.or moremoc meaning any harme ? 

Oth. Naked a bed /^.andnet meanc harme 
It is hipocri (ic againft the deuiil : 

They that'meane vertuoufly,and y et doe fo, 

The deuiil their vertue tempcs,and they tempt heauen. 

lag. Soe they doe nothing,ris a veniall flip ; 

But if I giue my wife a hand kerchief e. 

Oth. What then? 

Jag. Why then tis hers my Lord, and being hers. 

She may ,1 thinke, beftow’c on any man. 

Oth. She is proteclrefle of her honour too. 

May (he giue that ? 

Jag. Her honour is an efience that’s notfeene, >f: 
They haue it very oft, that haue it not : 

Bur for the handkerchief*. 

Oth. By heauen, I would moft gladly haue forgot ic 
Thou faidlt (O it comes ore my memory, 

As doth the Rauen o’re die infeiffed houfe. 

Boding ro all. ) He had my handkerchief; 

Jag. i.whacofthat? 

Ot h. That’s not fo good now. 
lag. w hat If I had faid I had feen him do you Wrong? 
Or heard him fay, (as knaucs be fuch abroad. 

Who hauing by their tiwne importunate fuite. 
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Or voluntary dotage of fome miftris, 

Coniure^or fupplied them* cannot chufe. 

But they truft blab.) 

Oth. Hath he faid any thing? 

Jag. Ht bach my Lord, but be you well affur’d. 

No more then heeft vnfweare. 

Otb . What hath he fayd ? 

Jag Why that he did — I know not what he did. 

Oth. What/ fag. Lye. 

Oth. With her? 

Jag. With har,on her,what you will. 

Oth. Lie wuhi.cr, lie on her ? We fay lie on her, when they bely 
her; lye with her, that's fulfome., handkerchiefs, confusion’, hand- 
kerchiefs : to confeiT^and be hang’dfor his &bouV,fii ft to’be hangV, 
and then toconfefle.; 1 tremble at it s Nature v.ould not inueft her- 
fdfe in fuch fhidowin^ paision, without fome inftru&ion : It is not 
words chat fhakes me thus, (pi(h)nofcs,eares,ar!dlippes : Is’tpofsi- 
ble/confeffe ? handkerclnefc? O duiill. Fades in a trance. 

fag. Worke on rtiy medicine, wotke : thus credulous foolcs are 
caught,and many worthy a id chad Dames^uen thus (all guilrkffe.) 
meet reproach : What homy Lord, my Lord I fay, Othello, —how 
cow Cafsio f Eater Cafsio. 

Caf. What^the matret ? 

lag. My Lord is talne into an Epil pfy, 

This is his fecond fit, he ha&tine yifterday. 

Caf. Rub him about the temples. 

lag. No/orbtare, 

The Lethargie muft haue h:s quiet courfe. 

If not, he foames at mouth.and by and by 
Breakes out tofauage madikfle : looke,he ftirres: 

Doc you withdraw your fetfe a. U tele while** 

He will rec ucr ftraight ; wfich lie is gone, ^ , . , ; 

I would on great occafion Tpeake Withyou. . « 

How is it Generail.haue you not hurt your head? 

Oth. Do ft thou oK.ckfc tn+f Sxit Caf. 

lag . I mockey'ou? noby heauc^, 

Wouldyou would beareyourfo: tunes like a man. 

Oth. A horned man’s a beaft. 
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jag. Thert’s many a beaft then in a populous City, 

And many a cmill monfter. 

Oth. Didheconfeffe? 
jag. Good fir be a man, 

Thinke euery bearded fellow,that’s but yoak'd. 

May draw with you, there’s millions now aliue. 

That nightly lye in thofe vnproper beds. 

Which they dare (Veare peculiar :your cafe is better 

0 tis the fpite of hell.the fiends arch mocke. 

To lip a wanton in a fecure Couch, 

And to fuppofe her chafte : No, let me know. 

And knowing what I am, I know what ihe ftiall be. 
Oth. O thou art wife, t is ce rtaine. 
lag. Stand y ou a while apart, 

Confine your fdfe but in a patient lift : 

Whilft you were here orew helmed with your grids, 

( A paffion moft vnfitting fuch a man.) 

Cafsio came hither,! (hiftcJ him away. 

And layed good feufe vpon your extafy; 

Bad him anon retire, and here fpeake with me, 

The which he promis’d : But incaue your felfe. 

And marke the geeres,the gibes, and notable fcornes. 
That dwell in euery region of his face $ 

For I will make him tellthe tale anew. 

Where, how,how oft, how long agoe,and when, 

He has, and is againe to cope your wife : 

1 fay, but marke his ieafture,tnary patience. 

Or I Ihall fay, you are all in all,in fpleene. 

And nothing of a man. 

Oth. Dolt thou heare l*ga% 

I will be found moft cunning in my patience; 

But doeft thou heare,moft bloody. 
lag That's not amifie : 

But yetkeepe time in all : will you withdraw ? 

Now will 1 queftion Cafsio of ’Bianca ; 

A hufwife.that by felling her defires, 

Buyes her felfe bread and cloathes ; it is a creature. 
That dotes on Cafsio ; as tis the (trumpets plagu® 
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Enter Caf. 



H 

To beguile many, and be beguil’d by one ; 

He, when he heares of her. cannot refraine 
From the exc flk of laughter : here he comes : 

As he (hall fmile Othtfto (lull goe mad. 

And his vnbooki(h ieajoufie null confter 
Poore Cafsio’s fmilcs,geftures,and light behauiour. 

Quite in tire wrong : How doe you now Lciutcriant ? 

Caf The worfer that you giuc me the addition, 

Whofe wanteuen kills me. i 

lag. Ply D cf demon* well, and you are furc oa’t. 

Now,if this fuite lay in 'Biancas power. 

How quickly fliould you fpecd. 

Caf. Alas poore catiue. 

Oth. Looke how he laughes already* 

Jag. I neuer knew a woman loue man fo. 

Caf. Alas poore rogue, I thinke indeed (he loues me. 

Oth. Now hedenies it faintly ^andlaughes it out. 
lag. Doe you heare Cafsio? 

Orb Now he importunes him to tell it on ; 

Goe to, well (aide. 

lag She giues it out that you (hall marry her, . 

Doe you intend it? 

Caf. Ha, ha,ha. 

Oth. Doe you triumph Roman, doe you triumph ? 

Caf. I marry her ? what? a Cuftomer ; 

I picshee bearefome cterity.tomy wit, 

Doe not thinke it fo vnwholefome : h?-,ba,ha. 

Oth. So,fo/o,fo,they laugh that wins. 

Jag. Why,che cry goes, that you (lull marry hcr^ . 

Caf Prethec fay true. > 

Jag. lama very villaincelfe. 

Orb. Hayoufcoar’dmc? well. 

Caf. This is the monkies o*n giving out; flic is perfwadcdl will 
aaarry her,out of her own loue and flattery, not out of my promife# 
Oth , . lags beckons me, now- he bigins the tlory. . 

Crff She was heere euennow,fhe haunts me in enery place, I was 
tothcr day talking on the fea banke with certaine P^cutim , and thi- 
ah^r comes thi^ me thus about my necks. 



the Moore of Venice. 



Oth Crying. O deare Cafsto as it were : his gePure imports ir. 
C<tf. So hangs, andiolls, and tveepes vpoo me j fo hales,, andp 
me,hj,ha,ha. 

Oth. Now he tells how (he pluckt him to my Chamber 5 

Ifee that no'e o‘ yours, but not that dog i fliall throw' t to. 

Caf. W ell, I mufUeauehercompai.y ; Enter llianca. 

Before me,looke where flit comes, 

Tis fuch another Fitchew; marry a perfum’d one: What doe you 
meane by this haunting of me ? 

Biai. Let the d'. uil) and his dam haunt vou : what did you mcane 
by that fame handkei diiefe yougaue mee eun now ? I was a fine 
foole to take it ; t mult cake out the worke, a likely pcece >t worke, 
that you fliould find inn \ our dumber, and not know who left it 
there; this is tome minxes token, and I muft take out the worke • 
there giue it the hobby horfe ; wherefoeucr you had it, lie take out no 
worke on’t. 

Caf. How now r. y fweet Bianca^ how now, how now ? 

Oth. By heauen tiiac fliould be my handkerchitfe. 

Bta. An you'll cotnetofupp- rtonight»you®ay,anyou will not, 
come when y ou are n xt prepar’d for. Exit, 

lag. After her, after her. 

Caf. 1 mu ft, (hec’i raile i’the ftreet die. 
lag. You fup there. 

Caf. Yes, I tncendfo. 

lag . Well, I may chance to fee you, for I would very faine fpeake 
with you. 

l<*f Prethecome. will you? 

lag Goe to, fay no more. Exit OalTio. 

Oth. How (hall I murder him Iago ? 

lag. Did you ptrceiue.how he laughed at his vice ? 

Oth. O laga. 

lag And did you fee the handkerchiefe ? 

Oth. Was that mint ? 

I would h tue him nine yeres a killing ; a fine woman, a faire womab. 
a fweet woman. 

fag. \ ay, you mull forget that 

Oth. And let her rot and perilh, and be damb’d to night, for fliee 
wall not liue: no,my heatt is turn’d to a ftonej 1 ftnke it‘,and it hurts 
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my hand ; O the world has not a Tweeter creature, (he might lie by an 
Emperours fide, and command him taskes. 
fag. Nay ,that’i not your way. 

Oth. Hang her, 1 doe not fay what (heis : So delicate with her 
needle, an admirable mufician ; O Ihe will fing the fauageneffe out 
of a Beare joffohye andplenteons wit and inuention. 
fag, Shee’s the worfe for all this. 

Oth. Athoufand thoufand times: and then of fo gentle a con- 
dition. 

lug. I,too gentle. . ... 

Oth. Nay thats certaine,but yet the pitty of xt lago, oh the pitty. 
lag. If you be fo fond ouer her iniquity, giuc her patent to offend, 
for if it touches not you,ic comes neere no body . 

Oth. I will chop her into tneffes,— cnckold me ! 

lag. O.tisfouleinher. 

Oth • With mine Officer. 

lag. That's fouler. „ ...... „ , _ . . 

Oth . Get me fome poifon fo*,this night lie not expoftulate with 

her. left her body and beauty vnprouidc my minde agen, this night 
Ug °iag. Doe it not with poifon, ftrangle her in her bcd.euen tbe bed 

foe hath contaminated. , , , 

Oth. Good, good, the iuftice of it pleafcs,very good. 
la And for Qafio, let me be his vndertaker : you (hall heare more 
by midnight A Trumpet. 

E titer Loiouico, Dtfdemona, W Attendant:. 

Oth. Excellent good : 

What Trumpet is that fame? . T , . 

lag. Some thing from Venice fure ; tis Lodoutco 
Come from the Duke, and fee,y our wife is with him. 

Lod. Saue you worthy Generali. 

Oth. With all my heart fir. 

Lod. The Duke aod Senators of Fence greet you. 

Oth. I kiffe the inftrument of their pleafures. 

Lef. And what’s the newes good coufen Lodmco • 
lag . I am very glad to fee you Seignior t _ ^ 

Welcome to Cjprm. 
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tod. I thanke you,bow does Leiutenant Capio? 
jag. Liuesfir, 

©r/TCoufen, there’s falne between him and my Lord, 
An vnkind breach, but you fliall make all well. 

Oth. Are you fure of that? 

Def My Lord. 

Oth. This faile you not to doe, as you will. — 

Lod. He did not call, Jiec’s bufie in the paper : 

Is there Diuifion twixt my Lord ahd Capio ? 

•Def. Amoft vnhappy one,l would doe much 
Toactone them,for the loue l beare to Capio. 

Oth. Fire and Brimftone. 

■‘Def. My Lord. 

Oth. Are you wife? 

Def. What,is he angry F 

Lod. May be the letter mou’d him ; 

Bor as I thinke,they doe command him home. 

Deputing Capio in his gouernement. 

Def. Trull me, I am glad on.r. 

Oth. Indeed. 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth . Iam glad to fee you mad. 

Def. How fweet Othdio ? 

Oth. Deuill. 

1 Def. . I haue not deferu’dthis. 

Lod. My Lord,this would not be beleen’d in Venice . 
Tho I Ihould fweare I faw’t tis very much. 

Make her amends,fhe weepes. 

Oth. O Deuill, Dedill, 

If that the earth could teeme with womens teares. 

Each drop (he falls,wou!dprouc a Crocadile : 

Out of my fight. 

Def. I will not fifay to offend you. 

Lod. Truly an obedient Lady : 

I doe befeech your Lordihip, caliber backe. 

Oth Miftrefle. 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth . What would you with her fir ? 
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Ze«L Who.Imy Lord7 

Oth. I. you '’id wifh that T would make herturne: 

Sir (lie can turne,and turne.andyet goeon. 

And tumeagaine, andfh<. can wetpe fir, weepe ; 

Ai d {lie’s obediences you fay ; ob diene, 

V erv obedient ? proceed \ ou in your teares. 

Concerning this fir : O -well painted psfsion : 

I am commanded home : — “get you avay, 
lie fend for you anon ; — Sir, I obey the mandat, 

And will returns to Venice : —bei ce,auant, 

Cafsio {ball haue my place ; and fir to night 
I doe mtreat that we may Tup together, 

Y ou are welcome fir to Cyprus , — goates and monkies, 
Lod. Is this the noble Moore.whom oui full Senate 
Call all in all fufficient / This the noble nature. 

Whom paffion could not (hake ? W holt folid vertue. 
The (hot of accident,nor dart of chance 
Could neither graze nor peace ? 

Jag. He is much changed. 

Lod . Are his wits fafe ? is he not light of braine ? 
lag. He’s that he is, 1 may not breath my ceufute. 
What he mightbe,if what he might, he is not, 

I would to heauen he were. 

Lod , What. (Hike his wife. 
lag. Faith that was not fo well ; yet would I knew 
That ftroake would proucthe word. 

Lod. Isithisvfe? 

Or did the letters worke vpon his blood. 

And new create this fault ? 
lag. Alas, alas : 

It is not honefiy in me to fpeake 

What l haue feene and knowne ; you (hall obferue 

And his ownecourfes will denote him fo, * 

That I may faue my Tpeech : doe but goe after him, 

And marke how he continues. ..... 

Lod. I am forry that I am deceiu’J in him. Exeunt . 

Enter Othello W Emillia. 

Oth, You haue feenc nothing then. 
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Em. Nor euer heard, nor euer did fufpeft. 

Oth. Y es,and you haue feene Cafsio and fhc together. 

'Em. But then I faw no harme, and then I heard 
Each lillible that breath made vp betweene’em. 

Oth What, did thy neuerwhifper? 

£w.N ocr,rny Lord. 

Oth. Not fend you out o’che way ? 

Em. Neuer. 

Oth To fetch her fan, her mask, her gloues, nor nothing 

£w.N-uer,my Lord. 

Osh. That’s ftrangc. 

Em I durfl my Lord, to wager (he is honefl. 
Laydowns my foule at flake :ifyou thinke other, 
Remouc your thought, it dothabufc your bofome, 

Jfany wretch ha put this in your head. 

Let heauen require it with the Serpents curfe, 
Foriffhebenot honed cha(le,and true. 

There’s no man happy, the pureft of their wiues. 

Is foule as flander. Exit EmilJia 

Oht Bid her come hither.goe, 

She fayes enough, yet (he’s a iimple bawde. 

That cannot fay as much: this is a fubtle whore, 

A closet locks au.l key ,of villainous fecrets, 

And yet fhet’r kneele and pray, I ha leeneher do*r 

Enter Dtfdemona and Emillia. 

DtfMy Lord, what is your will ? 

Oth. Pray chucke come hither. 

Dtf What is your plcafure ? 

Oth Let me fee j our eyes— looke in my face. 

DtJ What horrible fancy ,s this ? 

Oth Some of your fund ion Midrifle, 

Leans procreapts alone ,<tr>b (hut the dore, 

Code, or cry hem, if any body come. 

Your mifu-ry , your imit cry ; nay difpatch. 

Defy pon my knees.Wnat does your fpeech import? 
I vndcrftandafmy in your words. 

But not the words. 

M, Why, what art thou? 
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Def Your wife my Lotd,yout true and loyall wife. 
Oth. Come,fweare it, dam thy felfe. 

Left being like one of heauen.che deuills themfelues 
Should feare ro ceafe thee 3 thcrefore be double d3mbd j 
Sweare thou art honeft. 

Def Heauen doth truely know ir. 

Oth. Heauen trnely knowes.that thou art falfc as hell. 
Def To whom,my Lord, with whom? how anal falfe? 
Oth. O Defdemom, away, away, a way. 

Def. Alas the beauy day , why do you weepe ? 

Am I the occafion of chofe tearcs my Lord ? 

If haply you my father doe fufpcft, 

An inftrument of this your calling backe. 

Lay not your blame on me ; if you haue loft him. 

Why I haue loft him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas'd heauen 
To try me with affliction, had he rain’d 
All kindcs of fores, and fliames on my bare head. 

Steep’d me in pouerty,to the very lips, 

Giuenro captiuity.me and my hopes, 

I fliould haue found in feme part of my foule 
A drop of patience; but alas,to make me 
A fixed figure/or the time of fcorne, 

To point his flow vnmouing finger at — oh, oh, 
Yetcouldl beare that too, well, very well. 

But there, where I haue garner’d vp my heart. 

Where either I muft liue,or beare no life. 

The founcainc from the which my currant runnes, 

Or elfe dryes vp,to be difearded thence, 

Or keepe ic as a c. ftemc,for foule Toades 

To knot and gender in: tame thy complexion there. 

Patience thy young a idroCe-iip’d Cherubin, 

I here looke grim as Hell. 

Dtf I hope my noble Lord efteetres me huneft. 
Oth. O I,as fummers flies are in the tliambles. 

That quicken euen with blowing: 

O thou black weed, why art fo loucly faiths ? 

Thou fmell’ft fo fweet,that the fence akes'at thee. 
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Would thou had ft ne’re bin borne. 

Def Mas, what ignorant finne haue I committed ? 

Oth. Was this faire paper,this meft goodly booke. 

Made to write whore vpon ? — What committed ? 

Committed ; Oh thou publike Commoner ; 

I fliould make very forges of my checkes. 

That would to cinders burne vp modeftie. 

Did I but fpeake thy deeds : what committed ? 

Heauen flops the note ac it,and the Moone winkes; 

The bawdy wind that kifles all it meets. 

Is huflityvitbin the hollow mine of earth. 

And will not hear’c : — what committed, — impudent ftrumpee, 

Def By heauen you doe me wrong. 

Oth. Are not you a ftrumpet ? 

Def No,as I am aChriftian : 

If to preferue this veffell for my Lord, 

From any other foule vnlawfull touch, 

3e not to be a ftrumpet, I am none. 

Oth. What,not a whore ? 

Def No,asI(hallbefaued. 

Oth. Ift pofliblc ? 

Dtf. O heauen forgiue vs. 

Oth. I cry you mercy then, 

I tooke you for that cunning whore of Vtnkt, Enter EmilHt* 

That married with OthtUo : You miftrifle. 

That haue the office oppofite toS. Peter, 

Andkeepcs the gates in hell ; you,you,I,you ; 
Wehadoneourcourfe; there’s money for your paines, 

I pray you turne the key, and keepe our counfell. Exit. 

Em. Alas, what does this Gentleman conceiuc : 

How doe you Madam ? how doe you my good Lady : 

Def. Faith halfe a fleepe. 

£m. Good Madam, what’s the matter with my Lord? 

Def With who? 

Em. Why, with my Lord, Madam. 

Def Who is thy Lord ? 

Em . He that is yours, fweet Lady. 

Def I ha none,doe not talke to me Emiffin, 
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* cannot weeps, nor anfwere haue I none, 

But what (hould goc by water : prethee ro night 
Lay on my bed my wedding (beets, remember. 

And call thy husband hither* 

Em. Here is a change indeed. Exit » 

T>ef. Tis meet I (hould be vfde fo,very meet. 

How haue I bin behau’d, that he m?gfit fticke 
Tne fmali’ft opinion on my lead mifufe. Enter lag© 
la g. What is your pleafure Madam? and Emilha. 

How i’ft with you? 

T>cf. I can not tell : thofe that doe teach young babes. 

Doe it with gentle tneanes,and eafie taskes $ 

He might ha chid me fo,for in good faith, 

I am a childe to chiding. 

lag* W.hac is the matter Lady? 

£m. Alas fago , my Lord hath fo bewhor’d her, 

Throwne fuch defpite^and heauy termes vpon her, 

As true hearts can not beare. 

T>ef Am I chat name fago? 
lag What name faire Lady? 

Def. Such as fhe fayes my Lord did fay I was. 

Em. He call’d her whore ; a begger in his drinkc, 

Could not haue layed fuch tcarmes vpon his Callet. 
lag . Whydidh-fo? 

Def I doe not know, I am fure T am none fuch. 
lag . Doc not Wvcpe,doe not weepe: alas the day. 

Em, Has (lie forfooke fo many noble matches. 

Her Father, and her Countrey, and her Eriends, 

To be cald whore? would it not make one weepe? 

‘Dcf. It is my wretehedfortune. 

Jag. Belhrew him for it: how comes this tricke vpoii hun? 
Dtf. Nay,heauen doth know. 

Em. I will be hangd, if feme eternal! villaine. 

Some bufie and infinuatiw* rogue. 

Some cogging, coufening (hue, to get fome office, , 

Haue not dcuifde this (lander, He be bang’d elfe. 

Jap. Fie, there is no fuch man it is impofsible. 

<Def If any fuch there are hcauen pardon hirn* 
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Em. A halter pardon him,and hell gnaw his bones : 

Why (hould he call her whore? who keepes her company? 

Whar place what timc,what forme, what likelihood? 

The Moore’s abus’d by (ome nioft villanous knaue; 

Some bafe notorious knauc,forae feuruy fellow ; 

0 heaoen,that fuch co rpauions rhoudft vnfold, 

^nd put in euery horn; ft hand a whip, 

Tolafluht rafcall, naked through the world, 

Euen from the eaft to’th weft. 

Jag. Speake within dores. 

£m. O fie vpon him j fome fuch fquire he was, 

That turnd your wit,thefcamy fide without. 

And made you to fufped: me with the Moore. 

Jag. You are a foole,goc to. 

<Dcf. Ogood 1st go. 

What (hall I doe ro win my Lord againc ? 

Good friend goe to him,for by this light of heauen, 

1 know not how 1 loft him. 

Here Ikocele : 

If ere my will did trefpaffe ’gainft his loue. 

Either in difcourfe,or thought.or aftuail deed. 

Or that mine eyes, mine eares,or any fence. 

Delighted them in any other forme * 

Or that I doe not y et,and euer did. 

And euer will (though he doe (hake me off 
To beggerly diuorcemenc,) loue him deerely : 

Comfort forfweare me \ vnkindneffe may doe much, 

And his vnkindneffe may defeat my life, 

But neucr taint mv loue, I can not fay whore. 

It doth abhorre me, now I (pcake the word. 

To doe the a<5fthat might th’addition earne. 

Not the worlds maffe of vanity could make me. 

Jag. I pray yoube content, tis but his humour. 

The bufinefle of the State does him offence. 

And he does chide with you. 

If t' were no other. 
jag. Tis but fo,I warrant you: 

Harkc how chefe Inftrumencsfummon youtofupper* 
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The meate, great Meflengersoff'ww ftay ; 

Goc inland weepe not, ail things (hall be well. Exit women. 

How now Roderigo l Enter Roderigo. 

Rod. I doe not finde that thou dealft iuftly with me. 

Jag. What in the contrary? 

Red. Euer/ day thou doffcftme, withfomedeuife lag * ; and rather, 
as it feemes to me no w.kecVft trom me all conueniency, then fup- 
p’ieft me with the lead aduantage of hope : I will indeed.no longer 
indure it, not am I yet perfwaded to put vp in peace, what already I 
haue fool i (Ivy fuff .-red. 

Jag. Will you heare me Roderigo ? 

Rod. Sir,I hauc heard too nmeh, 

For. your words and pet formance, 

Are no kin together. 

Jag. You charge me moftvniuftly. 

Rod. With nought but trueth: I haue waited my felfe out of 
meancs ; the lewels you hauehad from me, to deliuer to Defdemona, 
would lulfe haue corrupted a Votarift • youhauctold melhe has re-* 
ceiu’dem.an 1 return’d me expedation.and cot, forts, of fuddainere- 
fpe<5t and acquaintance, but I find none, 
jug. We!l,goe to, very well. 

Rod. Very well, goe to,, l can not go to (man.) nor t’isnat very, 
well; I fay fis very feuruy, and begin to fin i my felfe fopt in it. 

Jag . Very well- r 

Rod. I fay it is not very well : I will make my felfe known to ’Dej. 
d'mona ; if fitc will retume me my lewels, I will giueouer my (utte, 
and repent my vnlawfull foilicitation, if not, allure your felfe, lie 
fee!<e fatisfaftion ofyou. 

lag. You haue faide now. . 

Rod. I, and faide nothing, but what I proteft encendment of 

^°'ja? Wily now I fee there’s mettle in thee, and euen from_ this 
inftant, doe build on thee a better opinion then euer before; 
me t hv hande Roderigo s Thou haft taken agamft meea molt 

Eft cOTclpdon, but yet. I proteft, I h*K de.lt moft diteaiy »- 
thy affaire. 

Rod. It hath not appeared. .... . , 

'jag. I grant indeed it hath not appeat’d,an9 yqpnufpmon 
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Without Witte andiudgement: But Roderigo, if thou haft that within 
fhee indeed, which I haue greater reafon to belceue now.then cuer,I 
meane pur pofe, courage, and valour ; this night (hew it ; if thou the 
next night following enioyeft not Defdemona, take me from this 
world with treachery , and deuife engines for my life. 

Rod; Well, is it within reafon and compafle ? 

Jag. Sir, there is tfpeciall eommiflion come from Venice, 

To depute Cafsio in Othello's Place. 

Rod. Is that true ? why then Othello and Defdemona 

Ilerurne againe to Venice. .... 

Jag. Ono,he goes into Mauritania^ takes away with hi ®. > 

The faire Defdemona, v nleffe his abode be linger’d 
Hereby fome accident, wherein none can be fo determinate. 

As the remouing or Cafsio. 

Rod. How doe you meane remouing of him? 

lag. Why,by making him vncapable of Othello's place. 

Knock ingout his braines. 

Rod. And that you would haue me to doe. 

Jag. I, and if you dare doe your felfe a profit and right ; he tups to 
night with a harlotry , and thither will I goe to him ; —'he knows not 
yet of his honourable fortune: if you will watch his going thence, 
which I will faflrion co fall out between twelue and one, you may take 
him at your plcafure : I will be neere to fecond your attcrapt,and he 
(h ill fall b et we eoc vs - come, (land nor amaz’d at it, but goe along 
with me, l will (hew youfucha necefsity in his death, that you (hall 
thioke your felfe bound to put it on him. It is now high fupper time, 
and the night growes to waft : about it. 

Rod. I will heare further reafon for this. 

Jag. Andyoufliallbcfatisfied. Exeunt. 

Enter O thello,Defdemona, Lodouico,Emillia, 
and Attendants. 

Lod. I doe befeech you fir, trouble your felfe no further.’ 

Oth. O pardon me,it dull doe me good to walke. 

Lod. Madam .goodnight, l humbly thanke your Ladiftiip^ 

Defl Y oar Honour is tr oft welcome. 

Oth. Will you walke Hr : — O Defdemom. 

- ' "■ ‘M- 





J6 The Tragedy ofOt hello 

Def My Lord 

Oih. Get you to bed o’che inftanr, I will be return’d, forthwith 
difpatch your Attendanr there, — iooke it be done. Exeunt 

Def Iwillmy Lord. *' 

How goes it no4' ? he lookes gentler then he did. 

Def. He fries he will returne incontinent : 

He hath commanded me to goe to bed, 

And bade ree to difmifle you. 

Em. DiCriff.nic? 

Def It was his bidding, therefore good EmiUia t 
Giucme my nightly wearing, and adieu, 

V Ve mult not now difpleafe him. 

Em. VVouldyouhadneuerfeenehim. 

Def. So would not I, my loue doth (o approuehim, 

That eut n his ftubborncneffe,his checks and frownes, 

(Pre thee vnpin me) haue grace and fauour in them. 

Em. I hauc laied thofe (hetts you bad me on the bed. 

Dt. AH’* one,good father; how foolilbareour minds; 

If I doe die before thee.prethee ihrowd me 
in one of thofe fame (beets. 

Em. Come,cone,youtalke. 

Def. My mother had a maid cal’d Barbarj, 

She was in loue, and he (he lou’d prou’d mad, 

Anddid forlakc her, (he had a fong of willow. 

An old thing t’was,but it expreft her fortune. 

And (he died finging it, that fong to night 

V V ill not goe fi ora my mind : 

I haue much to doe ; 

But to goe hang my head all at one fide, and fing it like poore Bau 
hurj j prethee difpatch. 

Em. Shall I goe fetch your nigbt-gowne? 

Def. No,vupin roe heere . 

This Ledouico is a proper man. 

Em, A very hand fome man. 

Def. He fpeakes well. 

Em. I know a Lady in Venice, would hauc walk d barefooted to 
Paleftinefot a touch of his neither lip* 

Def- 
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Defdemona fings. 

Thepore fouU fate fighing by aficamour tree, 
fing aU a green Willow, 

Her hand on her bofome, her head on her k&et, 
fing willow . wiKoW, WrOoW ; 

Thefrefh ftreames ran by hcr y and murmur’d her mounts 9 
fing WilloW y WilloW,wi8ow, 

Her fait tear is fell from her, which fo fined the ft ones 9 
fing Widow. ^c. (Lay by thefe.) 

WilloW,Willow. 

f Prcthee hie thee, he'lc come anon.,) 

Sing all a green willow mufi be my garland. 

Let nobody blame him , his fcorne / approue : 

(Nay , that’s noc next : harke,who’s that knocks?) 

Em. Tis the winde. 

Def. / call'd my loue falfe, but what fayd he t hen ? 
fing WilloW, Willow } WilloW 9 
If I court mo women, youle couch with mo men* 

So, get thee goo.goodnigh^mine eyes doe itch. 

Does that boade weeping ? 

£m. Tis neither here nor there. 

Def. I haue heard it faide fo : O thefe men 3 thefc men : 

Doft thou in confidence thinke (tell me Emillia,) 

That there be wo nendoe abufe theit husbands. 

Infuchgroffe kindes f 

There be fomcfuch.no queftion. 

Def* Wouldft thou doe fuch a thing,for all the world? 

Em. Why.wouldnGtyou? 

Def No by this heauenly light. 

Em. Nor I neither, by this heauenly light, 

I might as veil doe it in the darke. 

Def Wouldilchou doe fuci a deed, for all the world? 

Em. The world is a huge thing, it is a great price. 

For a friull vice, 

Def In troc hi thinke thou wou^dil not. 

Em* introca 1 thinke libould, and rndo’t when I had done it, 

naary 
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Qg{ckc,quickc,fcare nothin g,Ile be at thy elbow ; 

I c makes vs,or it marres vs,thinke of that, 

And fixe more firme thy refolution. 

Rod. Be neere at hand, I may railcarry in’t.’ 

< fag. Here at thy hand,be bold, and take thy {land* 

Rod. I haue no great deuorion to the deed ; 

And yet he has giuen me fatisfying reafons ; 

Tis bat a man gon : forth my fword, he dies. 

lag. I haue rubd this young Quat almoft to the fenfe. 

And he growes angry .now, whether he kill Cafsio t 
Or Cafsio him, or each doe kill the other, 

Eacry way makes my game ; MvttRodcrigo, 

He calls me to a reftitution large. 

For Gold and Iewells that I bobd from him. 

As gifts to Defdemona : 

It muft not be, if Cafsio doe remaine. 

He has a daily beauty in his life. 

That makes me vgly s and beGdcs,thc Moore 

May vnfould me to him ; there (land I in much perrill : 

No, he muft die,bc’t fo,I heare him comming. 

Enter Cafsio. 

Red. I know his gate,tis he; rillaine thou died. 

Caf That thruft had bin my enemy indeed. 

But that my coate is better then choa know’ll ; 

I will make proofe of thine. 

Rod. 0,Iamflaine. 

Caf. I am maimd foreuer,light ho,murder. 

Enter Othello. 

Oth. The voice of Cafsio, Iago keepes his Word. 

Rod. O villaine that I am. 

Oth. Harke,tis cuen (o. 

Caf. O helpe ho, light,a Surgeon. 

Oth. Tis he,0 braue-Z^o.honeft and iuft, 

That haft fuch noble fenfe of thy friends wrong. 

Thou teacheft me ; — minion, your deare lies dead. 

And your vnbleft fate hiesj (trumpet I come ; 

Forth of my heart, thofe charmcs thine eyes arc blotted. 

Thy bed luft.(Uind,0»ll with lufts blood be fpotted. Exit: 

I* Enti? 
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tnary I would not doe fuch a thing for a ioynt-ring, or for meafure* 
of Lawnemor for Gownes, Petticotes,or Caps, nor any petty exhi- 
bition ; but for the whole world : why who would not make her hus. 
band a Cuckold to make him a Monarch ? I (bould venture purgat*. 
ty for ir. 

E>ef. Belhrew me, if I would doe fuch wrong 
For the whole world. 

Em. Why, thawrong is but a wrong i’th world; and bauingthe 
world for your labour, tis a wrong in your owne world, and you 
might quickly make it right. 

Def I doc not thinke there is any fuch woman. 

Em. Y cs, a dozen, and as many to the vantage, as would dote the 
world they played for. 

But I doe thinke it is their husbands faults, 

I f wines doe fall j (fay that they flack their duties, 

And poure our treafures into forreigne laps, 

Or elfe breake out in peeuifli iealoufies. 

Throwing reftraint vpon vs 5 or fay they ftrike vs. 

Or fcant our former hauing in defpight,) 

Why we hane galles, and though we haue fo»c grace, 

Y et haue we fome reuenge : Let husbands know 
Their wiues haue fence like them ; they fee, and fmell, 

And haue their pillars both for fweet and (owrc. 

As husbands haue : what is it that they doe. 

When they change vs for others ? is it (port ? 

I thinke it is ; and doth affeftion breed it ? 

I thinke it doth ; is’c frailty that thus erres? 

It is fo too 5 and haue not we affeSions ? 

Defires forfport ? and fraiitie as men haue ? 

Then let em vfe vs well, elfe let em know, 

The ills we doe,their ills inftrud vsfo. 

Def Good night,good night,heauen me fuch vfes fend, 

Not to pick bad from bad,but by bad mend. Exeunt, 

Aclut ij. Sccena 1. 

Enter Iago WRoderigo. 

Jag. T TEre Rand behind this bulke,ft raic willhecomc, 
rl vVeare chy good Rapier bare,and pa: ic home, 
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79 The Tragedy of Othello 

Enter Lodouico and Gratiano. 

C af What hc^no watph,no paflfage, murder, murder.’ 

Gra. Tisfome mifchanccjthe cry is very dircfulh 
Caf O helper. Lod 4 Harke. 

Rod . O wretched villaine. 

bod. Two or three grones,it is a heauy night; 

Tbefe may be countcrfeitSjlet’s think’c vnfafe 
To cotjc into rhe cry without more helpe. 

Rod . Nobody come,then (hall 1 bleed to death. 

Enter Iago with a light, 
bod . Harke. 

Gra . Here’s one comes in his fhirt 5 with lights and weapons 
lag. Wfao’s there ? whofe noife is this that cries on murder ? 
Lod . I doe not know. 

Jag. Did not y ou heare a cry ? 

Caf. Hcrejhere,tor.heaueiiS lake helpe me. 
fag. W hats the matter ? 

Gra. This is Othtll&s Antient,a$ I take it* * 

Lod. The lame iodeed,a very valiant fellow. 

Jag What are you here that cry fo grieuoufly ? • 

Caf. lago,0 I amfpoil\ivndcneby viilaincs, 

Giue me fome helpe.; 

lag. O meXeiutenanvyhat vitlaines baue don this? * 

Caf I thinke the one of them is here about, 

And cannot make away. 

lag. O treacherous villaines? 

What are you there ? com^ in and giuefomc helpe. 

Rod . (Xbelpemehere. 

(faf That’s one of cm- • / 

lag. O mu derous fl:iue,Q villaine* Thrujfs htm^n. 

Rod. O danbd l ago , O inhumainedog,'— o,o,e. 
lag. Kill men i’chedarke? where be thofe bloody theeues ? • 
How iilent is this Towne ? Ho, murder, murder : 

Wlhat may you be ? arc you of good or euill ? 

Lod. As you (hall prooue vs,praife ys. 

Jag . Seignior Lodouico. 

, Lod. He fir. r . 

Ajgw I cry you mercy : here’s Caf to hurt fay villaines* 
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Graf Cafsio. 
lag. How is it brother? 

Caf. My leg is cut in two. 
r fag. Mary heauen forbids r 
Light Gentlemen, Ue bind it with my fliirt. 

Enter Bianca. 

Bia. What is rhe matter ho, who i’ft that cried ? , 
lag. Who i’ft that cried? 

Bia. O my deare Cafsio, O my fweet Cafsio.Cafsit.Cafsio. 
lag. O notable (trumpet : Cafsio ,may you fufpedl 
Who they fliouldbe that thus haue mangled you ? 

Caf. No. 

G ra. I am ferry to find you thus, I haue bin to feeke you. 
lag. Lend me a garter, fo ; — oh for a ehaire to beare him cafily 
hence, 

Bia. Alas he faints ; O fafs io,fafsio, Cafsio. 
lag. Gentlemen all, I dee fufpeft thisTrafli 
To beare a part in this iniurie {.patience a while good Cafsio.% 

Come, come, lend me a light : 

Know wee this face,or no ? 

Alas my friend,and my deare countrey man : 

Roderigo ? no, yesfure ; yies,tis Rederigo. 

Gra. Vih&tfitVenice ? 

lag. Euen he fir,did you know him ? 

Gra. Know him? I. 

la. Seignior Gratiano, I cry you gentle pardons 
Thefe bloody accidents muft cxcufe my mannerss 
That fo negltdted you. 

Gra. I am glad to fee you. 

lag. HowdeeyoutTrf/}/o. ? O, a ehaire, a ehaire. 

Gra. Roderigo ? 

lag. He,tis he : O that’s well faid,a ehaire ; 

Some good man beare him carefully from hence, 
lie fetch the Generalls Surgeon ; for youmiftriffe, 

Saue you your labour,he that lies flaine bcte,(Cafsu,') 

Was my dearc friend ; what malice was betwixt you ? 

Caf. None in the world, nor doe 1 know the man. 
lag. w hat,looke.you_pale ? O beare him out o’the air& 

L * Sta* 






So TheTragedy of Othz llo 

Seay you good Gentlewoman, looke you pale miftrifle ? 
Doe you perceiue the ieaftures of her eye ? 

Nay, an you ftirre.we fliall haue more anon : 

Behold her well I pray you, looke vporf her. 

Doe you fee Gentlemen ? nay guiltinefte 
Will fpeakc, though tongues were out of vfe. £ nter Era i. 

Em. ’Las what’s the marter ? what’s the matter husband? 
lag. Cafsio has here bio fet on in the darke. 

By Roderigo, and fellowes that are fcap’t, 

Hee’s almoft flaine,and Rodengo dead. 

Em, Alas good gentleman, alas good Cafsio, 
lag. This is the fruite of whoring ; prithee Emilli»i 
Goe know of Cafsio where he fupt to night : 

What,doe you (hake at that ? 

jBia. He fupt at my houfe ,but I therefore (hake not. 



•Bia. I amno ftrumpet,but of life as honeft, 

As you, that thus abufe me* 

Em. As I $ now fie vpon thee. 

Jag. Kind Gentlemen,let’sgoefee poore Cafsto&xzb $ 
Come miftreffe,you muft tell s another talc. 

EmiUiajumc you to the Cittadell, 

And tell my Lord and Lady what has hapt ; 

'Will you goe on ? I pray s Tnisis the night. 

That either makes me, or foredoes me quite. 

CXtHttf* 

Enter Othello with a lighted Defdemona in her bed , 
Oth, It is the caufe,it is the caufe,my foule. 

Let me not name it to you, you chafte ftarreS : 

It is the caufe.y et 1 le not (bed her blood. 

Nor fcarre that whiter skin of hers then mow, 

And fmooth as monumental! alablafter 5 
Yet (lie muftdye,elfe(hee’ll betray more men. 

Put out the light.and then put out the light : 

]f I quench thecjthou Aiming minuter, 

I can againe thy former light reftore, 

Should 1 repent me j but once put out thine. 
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Thou cunning A patterns of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that promethian heate. 

That can thy light relurr.ine : when I haue pluckt the rofe, 
I cannotgiue it vitall growthagaine. 

It muft needs wither ; lie fmell it on the tree ; kijfes her. 

A balmy breath, that doth almoft perfwade 
Mice her felfe to breake her fword : one more ; 

Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee. 

And loue thee after : one more,and this the laft : 

So fweec was ne’re fo fatall : I muft weepe. 

But they are cruell teares : this forrow’s heauenly, 

It ftrikes where it does loue : fhc wakes. 

Def. Who’s there? Othello? 

Oth. I, Defdemona. 

Def. Will you come to bed my Lord? 

Oth. Haue you prayed to mghtjDefdemona? K 

Def I my Lord. 

Oth. I f y ou bethinke your felfe of any crime, | 

Vnreconcil’d as yet to heauen and grace, 

Solicitcfor it ftraite. 

Def Alas my Lord, what doeyou neane by that ? 

Oth. Well, doe it,and be briefe,I will walke by, 

I would not kill thy vnpreparedfpirit, 

No,heauen fore-fend,I would not kill thy foule, 

Def. Talke you of killing? 

Oth. I, I doe. 

Def. Then heauen haue mercy on me. 

Oth. Amen,withall my heart. 

Def. If you fay fo, I hope you will not kill me.' 

Oth. Hum. 

Def. And yet I feare you, for y’are fatall then, 

Wien your eyes roulc fo: why I fliould feare, I know not, 
Since guiltineffe I know not,but yet I feclc I feare. 

Oth. Thinke on thy finnes. 

Def They are loues I beare to you. 

Oth. And for that thou died. 

Def. That deathe’s vnnaturall,that killsfor louing j 
Alas, why knaw you fo your ncather lip : 
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o/ Othello 

Some bloody paflion Stakes your very frame. 

Thefe are portents : but yet I hope 
They doe not point on me. 

Otb. Peace,and be ftill. 

Def. I will fo, what’s the matter ? 

/ Otb. That handkerehiefe which I fo lou'd.aad gaue thee, 
Thou gaueft to Cafto. 

Def. No,by my life and foule, 

Send for the man and aske him. 

Otb. Sweet foule take hced.take heed of periury, 

Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def I,but not yet to die. 

Otb. Yes,prefently : 

Therefore confefle thee freely of thy finne. 

For to deny each article with oath 

Cannot remoue.nor choake the ftrong conception 

That I doe groane witball : thou art to die. 

Def. Then Lord haue mercy 90 me. 

Otb. I fay amen. 

Def. And haue you mercy too : 

I neuer did offend you inmy life, — neuer lou’d Caftio, 

But with fiich generall warranty ofheauen. 

As Imightloue* Ineuergaue hitr. token. . 

Otb. By heauen I faw my handkerehiefe in his hand 1 

0 periur’d woman,thou doft ftone my heart, 

And makfl: me call,what I intend todoe, 

A murder,which I thought a facrifice ,5 ■ 

1 faw the handkerehiefe. 

Def. He found ic then, 

I neuer gaue it him,fend for him hither, 

Let him confefle a truth. 

Otb. Hejras confeft. 

Def. What, my Lord ? 

Otb. That he hath — vfdethce.' 

•Def. How,vnlawfully ? 

■Otb. I. 

• Def. He will not fay fo.; 

Oth. No, his mouth is ft op’d; 
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Honeft Jegohixh tanc order for’t. 

•Def My feareinterpretsthen,— whatishedead? 

Otb. had all his haires bin lines. 

My great reuengc had flomacke forem all. 

. 2 >V. Ahsheisbetraid,and I vndone, 

1 Oth O (trumpet, — weepeft theu for him to my face ? 

Def. O banmfhmemy Lordjbutkillmenot. 

Otb Downe ftiumpet. 

Def. Kill me to morrow, let me liue to night. 

Oth. Nay, an you ftriue. 

Def. Euthalfeanhoure. 

Otb. Being don,thcre is no paufe. 

Dtf. But while I fay one prayer. htfiifletber . 

Oth. Tistolate. . Emillia c*&cs Vnthtn. 

£m. My Lord, my Lord,what hoe, my Lord, my Lord. 

Oth. W hat voyce isrhis? not dead? not yet quite dead/ 

I that am crueli,am yet mercifull, 

I would not haue t hee linger in rhy^Uline j —afp,fo. 

Em. Wbatho,my Lord.my Lord. 

Oth. Who’s there? 

Em. O good my Lord,I'de fpeake a word with you. 

Oth. Y es,tis Emilha, by and by : flinch dead: lt -. 

Ti< like (he comes to fpeake of Cnfeics death ; 

The noyfe was hcere ; ha,no more mouing, 

Stillas the graue s (hall ihe come in ? ytei’e good? 

I thinke (he iiirres againe j no, what’s the beft ? 

Iffhecome in,(he’le lure fpeake to.my wife. 

My wife, my wife, what wife ? I ha no wife s 
0 infupporrable ; O heany houre . ' rt ■■ . Z 

Me thinks it (hould be now a huge Ecclips 
Of Sun and Moone,and that the affrighted Globe, . . 

Should yawne at alri ration. 

Em. 1 do befeech you I may fpeake with you,-— O goodmy 
Oth. 1 had forgotten thee ; come in Emtllue : 

Soit,by and by let me the curtaines draw. , Enter Emillia. 
Where arc thou ? whats the matter with thee no 19 ? 

Em. O my good Lord,y onder’a foule murders done. 

Oth, What? now? 
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84. The Tragedy o/'Othello 

Sm. But now my Lord. 

Oth. Ic is the very error of the Moone, 

She comes more ncerc the earth then (he was wont, | 

And makes men mad. 

Em. Cafsio my Lord has kil’d a young Venetian. 
Cal'd Rodcrito. 

Oth , Roderigo kild,and Cafsio kild? 

Em. No, Cafsio is not kild. 

Oth. Not Cafsio kild ? then murder's oat of tune, 
Andfweet reuenge growes harfb. 

Def O falfly.falfty murdered. 

Em. Ahlas, what cry is that ? 

Oth. That, what? 

Em. Out and alas, it was my Ladies voyce, 1 
HeIpe,helpe,hohelpe,0 Lady fpeakc againe. 

Sweet Defdemona, O fweet miftreffe fpeake • 

Def. A guiltleffe death I die . 

Em. O who has done this deed? 

Def. Nobody, I my felfe.farcwell : 

Commend me to my kinde Lord,© farewell. 

Oth. Why how (hould (he be murdered? 

Em. Alas, who knovres ? 

Oth. You heard her fay.hcr fclfe.it was not I. 

Em . She fay d fo,I muft needs report a truth. 

Oth. She’s like a Iyer gone to burning hell, 

Twas I that kild her. 

Em. Ojthe more Angell (he. 

And you the blacker deuill. 

O th. She turn’d to folly, and (he was a whore. 

Em Thou doeft bely her and thou art a deuill* 

Oth. She was falfe as water. 

Sm. Thou arc raft as fire 1 

To fay that (he was falfe : O (he was heauenly true. 

Oth, Caf sio did top her, aske thy husbandelle, 

O I weredamn’d beneath all depth in hell, 

But that I did proceed vpon iuft grounds 

To this extremity, thy husband knew it all. 

Em. My husband : 
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the z5\T oore of Venice. 

Oth. Thy husband. 

Em. Thar (he was falfe to wedlocke ? 

Oth. I .with Cafsio : nay, had (he bin true, 
if heauen would make me fuch another world, 

Ofone intire and perfed Crifolitc, 

I’de not haue fold her for it. 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. I, twas he that told me firft ; 

An honeft man he is, and hates the (lime 
That ftickes on filthy deedes. 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. What needs this iteration? woman, I fay thy husband. 

Em. Oh Miftres.villany hath made mockes with loucs 
My husband fay that (he was falfe ? 

Oth. He woman,l fay thy husband ; doft vtiderftand the word/ 
My friend, thy husband.honcft.honeftAgo. 

Em. If he fay fo,may his pernitious foule 
Rot halfe a graine a day 5 he lies to’ch heart, 

She was toofond of her moft filthy bargaine. 

Oth. Ha? 

Sm. Doe thy word ; 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heauen, 

Then thou waft worthy her. 

Oth. Peace,you were beft. 

Em. Thou haft not halfe the power to doe me harme. 

As I haue to be hurt : O gull,0 dolt, 

As ignorant as durt 5 thou haft done a deed — * 

I care not for thy fword,Ile make thee know, 

Tho I loll twenty liues : helpe,he!pe,0 helpc ; 

The Moore has kild my Miftreffe, remrder,murder. 

Enter Montano, GragantioJago.W others . 

Mon. What is the matter ? how now Generali ? 

Em O.are you come I ago ? you haue done well. 

That men rnuft lay their murder on your neck. 

Or a. What is the matter ? 

Em. Difprooue thisvillaine, ifthoubee’ftamanj 
He fayes thou toldft him that his wife was falfe } 

M 








8 7 Tfo 'Tragedy of Oth ello 

1 know thou dift not,thou art not fiich a villaine s 
Spe.ike,for my heart is full. 

lag. I told him what I thought, and told no more. 

Then what he found himfelfe was apt and true. 

Em. But did you euer tell him (he was falfe ? 
lag. I did. 

Em. You told a lie, an odious damned lie ; 

V pon my foule a 1 ie, a wicked lie : 

She falfe with Cafsio ; did yoa fay with Cafsio f 

lag. With Cafsio miftreffe jgo ro.charme your tongue.' 
Em. I will not charme my tongue, I am bound to fpcake’j 
My Miftreflc here lies murdercdin her bed. 

AO. Ohheauensforefcnd. 

Em. And your reports haue fet the murderer on. 

Otb. Nay.ftare not mafterSjit is true indeed.. 

(fra. Tis a tlrange truth. 

Mon. O monftroos aft J 
Em. Vi'!any,villany,villany ; 

Ithinke vpon’t, I thinke, I froell a villany ; 

I thought fo then ; He kill my felfe for griefe, 

0 villany,vi!lany. 

lag. What are yon mad? I chargeyau get you home. 
Em. Good Gentlemen let me haue leaue to fpeake 5 
Tis proper I obey him, but not now : 

Perhaps logout will nc’re goe home. 

Oslo. Olr, oh, oh. Oth. falls oh the btd. 

Em. N ay , lay thee downe,and roare. 

For thou haft kild the fweeteft innocent. 

That ere did lift vp ey,e. 

Oth. O (he was foule s 

1 fcarcedid know you Vncle, there lies your Niece, 

Whofe breath indeed, fhefe hands haue newly ftopt; 

I know this aft fhewes terrible and grim. 

Gr. VaoxcDe/demona.l am gladthy father's dead, 

Thy match was taortall to him, and pure griefe 
Shore his old thread in twaine ; did he liue now. 

This fight would make him doe a defperate turne, 

Yca.curfc his better Angcll from his fid*. 
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And fall to reprobation. 

!> Oth. Tis pittifulljbut yet Iago knowes, 

That (he with Cafsio, had the aft of (hamc 
A thoufand times committed} Cafsio confeft it : 

And (he did gratifie his amorous workes. 

With that rccognifance and pledge of louc. 

Which I firft gaue her ; I faw it in his hand ; 
jt was a handkerchiefe, an antique token 
My Father gaue my Mother. 

Em. O heauen.O heauenly powers. 

jag. Come, hold your peace. 

Em. Twill out.twill out: I hold my peace fir, no, 
lie be in Ipeaking.liberall as the north ; 

Let heauen,and men, and dcuils.let email. 

Alkali cry (hame againft me,yet lie fpeake. 

fag. Be wi(e,and get you home. 

Em. I will nor. 

Cra. Fie, your fword vpona woman? 

Em. O thou dull Moore, that handkerchiefe thou fpeakft oa» 

I found by fortune, and did giue my husband: 

For often with a folemne carneftnefle, 

(More then indeed belong'd to fuch a trifle.) 

He beg’d of me to fteale it. 

Jag. Villainous whore. 

Em. She gaue it Cafsio ? no, alas I found it. 

And I did giu’t my husband. 

lag. Filtkthoulieft. 

S m. By heauen I doe not,I doe not Gentlemen, 

0 murderous Coxcombe / what (hould fuch a foole 
Doe with fo good a woman ? 

T he Moore runs at Iago. Iago kills his wife. 

Oth. Are there no ttonea in heauen, 

But what femes for the thunder ? perfiitious villaine. 

Ora, The woman falls, fure he has kild his wife, 

Em. 1,1,0 lay me by my nuiftreffe fide. * Exit Iago. 

Ora. Het's gone., but his wife's kild. 

Mon. Tis a notorious villaine, take your weapon, 

Jynichl haue here recouered fronuhe Moorei 
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T be 'Tragedy of Othello 

C ome guard the doore without, let him not paffe. 

But kill him rather ; lie after that fame villaine. 

For ris a damned flaue. Exit Mont, and Gratiano. 

Oth. 1 am not valiant neither, 

But tuery puny whipfter gets my fword: 

But why (hould honour out-liuc honefty ? 

Let it goe all. 

Sm. What did thy fong bode Lady ? 

Harke,canft thou heare me ? I will play the Swan, 

And die ui tnuficke ; VoiUove, fyiltow, willow . 

Moore, fits was chaft.lhe lou’dthee cruell Moore, 

So come my foule tobliffc.as I fpeake true ; 

Sofpeaking as I thinke,l die,Idie. Jhe diet. 

Oth. i haue another weapon in this chamber. 

It is a fword of Spaine , the I febrookes temper : 

U here it is ; Vncle,I muft come forth. Gra. within. 

C ra. I f thou attempt it,it will coft thee deere. 

Thou haft no weapon, and perforce muft fnffcr. 

Oth. Looke in vpon roe then, and fpeake to me. 

Or naked as l am, I will affault thee. 
gra. W hat is the matter ? 

Oth. Behold,! haue a weapon, 

A better neuer did it felfe fuftaine 

Vpon a Soldiers thigh : 1 haue feene the day, 

That with this little arme.and this good fwotdi 
1 haue made my way through more impediments 
Then twenty times your flop : but O vaine boaft. 

Who can controulehis fate? cis notfonow. 

Be not a ffraid, though you doe fee me weapon’d 5 
Here is my iournies end, here is my butte. 

The very Sea-marke of my vemoft faile. 

Doe you goe backe difnaaid ? tis a loft feare, 3 " : 

Man but a rulli againft O the He's bread. 

And he retires. Where fbou'd OtheHo goe? 

How doft thou looke now ? -O ill ftai’J wench* 

Pale as thy fmocke ; when we (hall meet at compt. 

This looke of thine will hurle my foule from heauen, 

And fiends will fnatch at it : cold 3 cold,my girle, 
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Euen like thy chaftity : O curfed Qaac : 

Whip meyoudeuills. 

From the poffefllon of this beauetdy fight. 

Blow me about in winds, roaft me in fulphure, 

Wafb me in fteepe downe gulphes of liquid fires 
0 Defdenttna, c Defdemona i dead, 0 ,o,o. 

Enter Lodouico, Montano, and officers^ 

Cafiio in a chain 

Led. Where is this rafh and moft infortunate man ? 

Oth. That’s he that was Othclia, here I am. 

Lod. Where is that V iper ? bring the villaine forth, 
Oth. I looke downe towards his feet, but that’s a fable, 
If that thou beeft a deuill I cannot kill thee. 

Led. Wrench his fword from him. 
lag. I bleed fir,but not kikd. 

Oth. I am not forry neither,I’de haue thee liue. 

For in my fenfe tis happineffe to dy e. 

Led. O thou OtbeUo.thit wert once fo good, 

Falne in the pra&ife of a damned flaue. 

What (hould be faid to thee? * 

Oth. Why, any thing. 

Anhonourable murderer ifyou will ; 

For nought did I in hate>but all in honour. 

' Lod. This wretch hath part confcft his villainy 8 
Did you and he confent in Cafsio's death? 

Oth. I. ■ 1 . '• ; : S : -- 

Ca. Deare Generali, I did neuer giue you caufe. 

Oth. I doe beleeue it,and I aske y ou pardon j 
Will you I pray,demaund that demy deuill. 

Why he hath thus infnar’d my foule and body ? 

lag. Demand me nothing, what you know you know 
From this time forth I neuer Will fpeake word. 

Ltd. Whac,rtot to pray? 

Gra . Torments will opc your lips, 

Oth. Well,thoudoeftbeft. 

Lod. Sir,you (hall vnderftand what hathbefalnc, 
■Which, as I think you know not : herds a letter, 
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The Tragedy 0/ Othello 

Ff'aind In the pocket of the flaine Roderigo ; 

tu j CrC 3not ^ er 5 f he onc of them imports 
The death of Caftto, to be vndertooke by Roderige. 
Oth. O villainc. 

C*J- Moft heatheniflt,and mod grofle. 

Led. Nowheres another difeontented paper. 
Found in his pocket too,and this it feemes, 

Roderigo meant to haue fent this damned villaine, 

— ut that belike , Iago in the interim 
Came in,and fatisfied him. 

_ Oth, o the pernitious catieffe • 

How came you Cafsio by a handkerchitfe 
That was my wifes ? 

Oaf. I found it in my chamber; 

And he himfelfe confeft it but euen now. 

That there he dropt it,for a fpecia.ll purpofc, : 

Which wrought to his'defice, 

Oth. O foolc,foole,foolc. 

Caf. There is befides in Koderigees letter. 

How he obraidcs Iago,tbat he madehim - 
Braue me vpon the watch, whereon it came, • 

That I was caft ; and eucn but now he fpake. 

After long feeming dead, logo hurt him, 

/ago fet him on. 

Lod. You muftforfake this roome,and goe With vs, 
Your power and y our command is taken off, 

And Cafsio rules in Cyprw : For thisflaue, 

Iftherebe any cunning cruelty, 

That can torment him much, and hold him long. 

It (ball be his : You {ball clofc prifoner reft. 

Till that the nature of your fault be knowne 
To the State ; come, bring him away. 

Oth. Soft you, a word or two before you goe ; 

3 haticdane the State fome ftruice,and they know c * 
No more of that : I pray you inyour letters. 

When you {hall thefe vnlucky deeds relate* 

Speafce of me as I am ; nothing extenuate, 

JSpr (ft dbwne ought in malice .- then y ou nmft fpeakc. 
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Ofone that lou’d not wifely, but too well s 
Of one not cafily iealous.buc being wrought. , 
perplext in the extreame : of one whofe hand, 

Like the bafe Indian, threw a pearle away. 

Richer thenall his Tribe : of one whofe iubdued eye*,. 
Albeit vnufed to the melting fooode. 

Drop teares.as fall as the Arabian trees 
Their mtdicinall gum i Set you downe this ; 

And fay befides .that in Aleppo once. 

Where a Malignant and a Turband TVfer, 

Beate a Venetian , and traduc’d the State ; 

I tookc bi’th throate the circumcifed dog. 

And fmote him thus. _ Hejlabs himfelfe. 

Led. O bloody period. 

Gra. All that’s fpoke is mard. 

Oth. I kift thee ere I kild thee, no way but this. 
Killing my felfc,to dy e vpon a kiffe. Hr dies, 

Ca{. This did I feare.but thought he had no weapon^. 
For he was great of hearr. 

Lod. O Spartane dog, 

More fell then anguifh,hunger,or the Sea. 

Looke on the tragicke lodging of this bed. 

This is thy worke ; the obiefi: poifons fight. 

Let it be hid : Gratiane, kcepe the houfe. 

And ceaze vpon the fortunes of the Moore, 

For they futceed to you t To you Lord GouernotirJ 
Remaines the cenfare of this hellilh villaine. 

The time,the place.the torture ; O enforce it, | 

My felfc will ftrait aboord,and oo the State, 

Thisheauy a & withheauy heart relate. 

ExeHMtmtf* 
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